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gCENH I. — MADRID. 
In llie Puerto del Sol. A knot of common Spaiiimtin lalhlng in the 



Ah, biienas diaa! Pareo, tow fare yoi 



Oh, well enough, as goes the jogging world! 
I came through yonder street, and caught a breeze 
That froze me stiff as ice. I turned in here 
To thaw myself again. 



Upon my word, 
Hei'maiio, you are yellow as a lemon. 



He will not feel much sua this morning. Whew ! 
I'd like to i-un down south a doKon leagues. 

[Shriys Ms shoulders. 
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Caramba ! I should like to see you stir 
Enough for that; you never got beyond 
The Prado, in your very longest walks. 



Well, ivell, amigos; let us be airitent; 

The winter's flying merrily away. 

Who wants to run about and tire his bones ? 



Ay, ay, my soa ; you are content, indeed. 
Tour moza's eyes ai'e warming you enough. 
Ah, ha; she gave me such a pretty look, 
One day, when old Josepha's back was turned ! 

rrnaT Spaniard {Jiot^). 
How now, my man? What mean you, picaror 



Soft, soft, araigo ! I was joking only. 
To get your blood in easy circulation. 

[Uesiesagirlwilhchst,, 

Hola, there's Mariquita with her nuts ! 

[He tetOTS lo 

S'st! Mariquita, let us see thy eyes. 

OtKL (cornea along cogiKttisMi/, with her head aside). 

Grupias, seiiores, if you take the nuts. 
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Vai, eal my Niiia; one look first, 

[They examine the mils, and t/tke. up hands/oil. 



How ranch ? 
All ! one peseta ; that is all. 



Too much, 
Too much, T tell you. Here's enough. 

[Tlaiiding her 



Adios, MartcjiiiLa, so bonila. 



For Dios, child I You will not earn your garlic 
While you are chaffering with those polios there. 
They're making sport, my girL I warrant ye, 
I keep me dear of them. 
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You're not so young as you were once, I gutsa 

OLD WOJTAH {goinrjmherwai/). 

The sancy puss ! But I remember how 
1 used lo put geraniums in my hair, 
And sf«p as neat as she. Ay, well-a-day. 
My hair is grisly now ; but by and by 
It wii! be wLite, and then the scarlet flowers 
"Will show as well as in that little jade's. 

[She goes on, anuig J 

Na van ja das 



3 llie ladies coming 



There is a troop of brisk Inglesas yonder. 
I know tiieir sirlde a half a league from here. 



See their mantillas, square upon their backs ! 
They move along like red-faced jointed dolls, 
Who dai'e not turn their heads to right nor lui 



There's one behind the rest who's graciosa ; 
I think she eomes from the Ambassador's. 
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Yes, slie is passable. 

[A SjMnish TOMBon appro: 



Hola ! hola ! 
A pretty girl! 



[Shepassus. Th-y all look. 

{Alond.) 



"What beanty ! Senorita, 
You are too preeiosa for tliese streets ; 
You'll wet joui" little feet. 



I'll take ray oath 
She is 110 Maili'Idlena. 



That's she not I 
I'll wager she's from Cadiz ; know ye, homhrcs ? 

[He starts after her, singing. 
"Ay, for me the Gaditana, 
Slio's of all the world Bultana." 

[A beggar runs up, holding ovt his hand. 

Give, sefioi-, and the Virgin, — she will pay you. 
Por Dios, hrotiier, pardon rac, I prsiy ! 

[Beggar retires. 
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The Vii-gin will not stop her ; there she goes. 
The rascal thrust his swarthy face between, 
Just as she tripped it jaunty round the comer. 

\HefoUoB!3 round, and disappears. The other Spaniards re 
Two gcnthmai appear . 



How is it, Jose, wilh the Liberals? 
They say there is a league on foot ; is't true 
Tut, tut ; you redden at the question. So ? 
You hold the stirrups of the party, eh? 



Well, well ' 'twill end in smoke, lave that a few 
Good head? wiU fall I priy 3 on, keep your own. 



And which is best, —to keep your precious head 

And let a nation grovel in the dust ; 

Or lose your head, that men may walk upright? 



You'll lose your head, and leave them ia ihe mii't; 
Some of the bluest blood of Spain, they say, 
Is compi-omised. I've heard Alancia's name, — 
The duke, — they will not draw him in, I thinli ; 
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llu's seen the tiling in Italy and France 
Moicovcr, ho lias far too mnch to lose. 



We are no better off than with Narraez. 

He ruled us with a roH of iron, tmly ; 

But we knew where we were when he was leader. 



What "can yon make out of Murillo's speeches ? 



I tiiake out one thing, that he means to iax u 



He's so long-winded| he forgets tho errand 
He started on, before be ends his speech. 



He don't forget one thing, you may be certiiin 
He means to keep up the old despotism. 



lie is hard-pressed befween the Modcradoa — ■ 
You must confess it — and you Progresistas. 



We'd like to squeeze him just a little hardei-, 
And vid the country of him altogether. 
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S C E H E II, 



Sail in llie palace of the Qiieen-moilier, Ciieistina. Siii I^e^ 

IVEHTON ; EVEEA1!» ] Ej.KANOK ; I.ADJES and CeKTLEME 



I liope I seo you well to-night, Sir Henry, 
Tiiere are no further news from England yet? 



No, not a single word. Slow way it has, 

To ti-ave! over these old Pyrenees, 

That shut us from the habitable world ; 

I'm wearied out, Heaven knows it, moping here, 

Away from all they're doing in the Hortli. — 

You mark I've some old British stuff still left. 



That would be hard for you to lose, Sir Henry. 



1 pray you, no example take by me. 

You see I have not learned, in these two years 

A diplomat's first part, — to hold his tongue. 



One of your most renowned predecessors 
Would not have got his tongue so hadly burned, 
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If lie had meddled witli the broth so little. 
I do not fear to follow joii, Sir Henry, 
Who keep yonrself so firm on every side. 

What do yon think ahout this Liberal movement? 



I think it moonshine ; nothing else, Sir Henry. 
'Twill never reach the height of revolution ; 
Or, if it does, 'iwiU burst up at the crisis. 



And yet they have some honest men among them. 



It may be, but they have no force at bottom. 
'Tis the same game they're always playing here. 
The government ia up, and they are down ; 
Tlien they are up, and falls the Cabinet. 
Just so it was tlirough all the Carlist days, — 
Christina and the powers at hide-and-seek. 
Until they fairly drove out Esparfero, 
And old Narvaez managed things himself. 



"Well, well ! 'tis good to have the waters movin. 
'Tie better for the world than dull stagnaiion. 



Tliey keep them pi'etty muddy, that is certain. 
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We have to tread about «s sofily here ; 
We know not what we're coining down upon. 
But you are just the man to steer with me 
Through thtse tiiidi waters ; just the man fur Spain. 



Sir Henry, I am sure yoii do me hoi 
In [ilacing so much confidence in m( 



No, not a bit ; but there are some, you know, 
"Who're always stepping on their neigh Loi-'s toes, 
And thereby putting out of joint their own. 
I wish I could sit down and have a chat 
On old familiar scenes; hut Eleanor, — 

[Ei,EJNOE ajtprim-lies. 

Ah ! here she is, — my nieoe ; you've met before ; 
She will point out the notorieties. 

[Sill HkuKY rcliiri: 
r,v-Eat.E.j) {ttirnini/ timards her and boiving]. 

I think T had the pleasure once to meet you 
Among the silver lakes of Cumberland ? 



Yes, I remember ; quite another scene 
■\Ve witness in these foreign rooms to-nigh(. 
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Yes, art and nature ; but you will confess 
The former always charms the ladies best. 
These coronets, these diamonds, — do not tliey 
Outshine the little mountijin lakes at home ? 



That ia a weighty question. Pardon mo, 

I have no time nor skill to answer it, 

Amid this thronging company to-night; 

Besides, how mad to talk of diamonds 

When all these Spanish eyes are flashing round : 

Where is your English gallantry, I pray ? 



Huw ladies will evade an opea questiij 



We win not throw our sentiment away, 
When doubt is creeping o'er the questioner's 1 
Look yonder! that gay lady talking there 
Is Al?a'a haudsorae duchess ; mark her well, - 
She i-eigns supreme in beauty, rank, and fashi 
That is the Duke of Riensares there, 
Against the wall : do you not think lie has 
A very noble head, a h)nlly air? 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



LOVE IN SPAIN. 



Though not of lords. Yes, true, indeed he ha-M. 
The Qaeen Christina cei'tainly is kind 
To let him talk with all the ladies hero. 



He is the only one she would not n 
Because she could not, I suppose. 



They say she really married him for love ; 
Is proud of having such a handsome husband. 
Tou look incredulous ; but do oot ti-y 
To challenge me again to argument. 



D {smiling). 
Then, will you walk into the other room? 

[He ijives her his oiiK, and they disa 



SCENE III. 

Anollia- room of the jxdace, Anita, Countess of Lo- 
sano. Sfahish Laciiss. Gentleman. 



Dost know Don Manuel is coiae back agai 
From all his joumeys info foreign lands ? 
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Hear'at thou the news, Anita? Dost thoti hear? 
l£e called thee pretty ; thou reinemberest that? 



What say'st thou ? Who ? 

Who? why, Alanoia. 
All ! yes, I know ; but he's not here to-niglit. 
He's been in France ; he'll not cxime early now. 
Nor dance. 



No, he'll like nothing now in 8[ 
They say tbat he has grown so handsome, too, 
That all the ladies here are dying for him. 
And lie is turned a poet ; be writes books ! 



Ah, Concha, how be used to dance with me ! 



'Tis grown the fashion to be dull as sheep. 
Caspita ! did jom see ihem stand around, 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



LOVE IN SPAIN. 



When we were at the French Amljassai^or's, 
And stare each other in the face like oivls ? 



Oh, bat the Paris di'csses wci 



Yes, yes ; and that was all there was of tliem. 

A i-ow of di'esses spread upon the sofa, 

Until some gibbering pair of pantaloons 

Came up and bowed, and talked in broken Spanish, 

Or foreign jargon never made for Chribtians. 

Dios, save me from these elegantes ! 
And save me from a diplomatic party. 

But yet these madatnes, with their languid airs, 
Keep all the man-ied and the single men. 

Bless me ! I'm glad I man-ied my Francisco ; 

1 never should have got him if I'd waited. 

Ah, how Valencia used to dance with me ! 
I care not what he does, if he will dance, 
lie said I had the lightest foot in town. 

Dance, girl! art mad? What cares he for thy foot? 
He writes, he writes. 

And so does Pedro, too. 
He writes rae verses; he's no worac for it. 
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Pedro, indeed ! 

Pedro, come hither ; quick 

[lie approaches. 

Fairest condi^sa, I am at your feet. 



I kiss my hands to you, my good Don Pedro. 
Is't true Don Manuel mojiea with pen and ink? 



Say, Pedro, is it true that our Infanta, 
The Duehesa of Montpensier, in Sevilia, 
Has asked Alancia to her boudoir. 
And heard him read his dramas ? 



Ay, and more ; 
Montpenaier sends the hook to all his friends ; 
Yon know ho likes to tickle Spanish prido. 

ANITA (.■^l<,-rlin,j). 

Pedro, Pedro 1 do^t hear tlie muaio sounding? 



Mazurka? Ay, ay, little one; I come. 

[Tli-iij go into the, dancing !iaU. 
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SCENE IV. 



The same. Another room of tfie palai^. Qdeek Cheistina. 
Don MiNtTEL de Alabcu. The Duke aita-s the room, and 
app'oacJifs ike Queen, lowing lorn. 



You have Ijccu atsent many months from Spain 
A year, your majesty. 

QUEEN. 

Welcome lo you. 



1 [homing). 

Tour mHJcsty docs me tho greatest honor. 



How fares it with yon, duke, since your retur. 
Have any foreign countries won your heart, 
Or are you still of us io our good Spain ? 



I never can be other than a Spaniarcil, — 
Your majesty knows that. 

QUEIiN. 

And you have been 
In our fair Naples, too. How looked it ; gay ? 
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Most gay, your majesty. And there I thought 
How favored Spain, so many years, has worn 
Upon her head their royal native gem. 



Our thanks, Valencia ; you've learned to « 
The coortlLnoss of Neapolitiina. 



A Spaniard need not luai'n to speak the truth, 
Need he, senora? 



Ah, the poet's eye 
Did prompt the thought, pordiance. 



That suits me n 
Please yoii, sefiora ; for the poet speaks 
What he helievea : his teacher is his heart. 



Whan may wc have the pleasure, selior 
To taste tlic inspiration from your pen ? 



ALANCiA {bowhy low). 
Whene'er your oiiije^ty will Iionor me. 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



LOVE IN SPAIN, 



We lovo tlic Spaniflh verse : it has a toucSi 
Of fire unknown to soft Italian bards ; 
It harps not sickly over hapless lovers, 
But speaks of glory, danger, and of death. 

A.LANCIA {aiUh low, earnest voice). 

Seiiora,, I am full of graver tlioughts. — 

[More noble guests approadi. lie is forced to relire, bowing low 



In another apartaient of the palace. Alancia, and his 
fiend DOH Febmin Morales. 



DO^ FEBMIN {la/iisperingj , 

What, in the name of Heaven, will you do ? 



Do? we will overturn this Blinistry. 

Will you gci with us? Answer yea, or nay. 



I'll go, and keep your head upon your neck. 
I'd rather take iny chance, hy half, without you. 
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Come, como ; you must bestir you, Mauiiel I 
Yon little countess there is all a flutter ; 
The mother has been looking shavp for you, 
This many a clay. Go up, aud do your duty. 



The Utile Auita ! Saint Isidro ! 

And is that she ? How pretty she is grown ! 

[Don Feemin piiUs !im along. 



(AlakCiA wMsiiers.) 

Stay, stay a moment ! Who is that? 



The tall one ? 
3 upon the window-seat. 



She ? Oh, that is the Seiioi'ita Manton. 
Her uncle is the British Minister, 
She has of late come out to him in Spain. 
They call her handsome ; but she has no dowry. 



No doivry ! ITeavens, wilh such a neck, such eyes. 
No dowry! Ila! wait, Fermin, but a, moment. 
Can ]-oii not introdnce me to the lady ? 

[PiiUing awaij. 
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I'hero is Sir Heary ; I'li pay ray respects. 

[Hoboes lowai-ds kim. 

Ha, ha 1 I'll bet his liberal game ia quasLisd. 

[He goes off" luaghing. Sih Hunrt and Ai.ANCii leaue the 



SCENE VI. 

The same. SiH IIenky and Alancia rc4iim iogalh 
Henky Yiresenis tlie Duhe to Jiis nince, and retira 

AljAHOTA {hoivlJig). 

Fair sefiorlta, I am at your feet. 

It shames mo not to speak your native tongue. 



Wherefore, I pray, f. 



All men should knov 
I fear to prove we Spaniards are as slow 
At learning foreign speech, as foreign fashion ; 
Moreover, I would have the lady choose 
The language we should speak together in, — 
Her own, or mine. 
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I choase the Spanisii, then 
Because it ia most beautiful, sefior ; 
And also, I ■would learn to spealc it well. 

[Interrupting him as he he^i; 
Seiiov, say not, like all the Spanish men, 
I speak it to perfection. 



SeSorita, 
I will not be like all the rest. I'U say 
I would not have you speak it perfectly ; 
It would not sound one half so charmingly. 
Believe me, senorita, I do love 
The Spanish from a foreign lady's tongue ; 
Wo clip it now of half its stalely grace. 
'Tis like an oldea garment thrown around 
A finer fonn ; 'tis new and fresh again, 
And hangs in folds of grace we give it not, 

[He starts, ho&ing at an open windmo be/and Ihem. 
Is not the night air cold for you ? 



'Tis true, indeed, they say the northern winds 
But warm the roses on the British cheek ; 
And yet onr breezes fi-om the Guadarramas 
Are not like those across the misty sea. 
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Than all the freshness of the wiiiliy North ; 
But yet the ladies in Madrid are pale. 



Yes, Madrid is a chilly place at best. 
You have uot heen in Andiilnsia yet? 



Kot yet. I droam of it by niglit and day. 



I've journeyed many leagues from home of late, 
But, when I saw again my native i-hore, 
My soul was warm and glowing as a boy. 



WImt did you, when you fii-st o. 



I looked all day upon the aaui-e sea 

Of Malaga, and np the hoary rocks 

Where our sad Moors once sat in gay content. 

Until they felt the touch of Spanish aword. 

I lingered in the white Alharabia courts, 

Until the tumult of the busy world 

Did fade away amid my pleasant dri-ams, 
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I vviiking but to hear beneatli my feet 
The Darro gurgling softly witli the notes 
Of nightingales that answered all around, 
Within the lonely Ihiekct shading soft. 
The fair Sultana's royal chamber there. 
And then I sailed along the smiling hanks 
Of Guadalquivir, famed in love and war , — 
Where are the far-renowned orange groyes, 
All gleaming out in cooling green and gold, 
Coquetting with the thirsty voyageur. 
At last I reached fievilla's charmed gates, — 
You, sefiorita, know perchance what we 
Do dare to call our beautiful Sevilla ? 



The " Wonder of the world." 



True ; sounds it v 
Poor Spain must ever boast of what she has., 
Wo longer now of what she is and does ; 
I've been in many a gay metropolis. 
But none has such a power as sweet Seviila. 
I beg your pardon for this rambling talk. 
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'Tis not aloue 
Her palace, nor her flowery promenades ; 
Nor the PadiUa's roofs of arabesque, 
With bright mosaic, rainbow-tinted walls ; 
Nor the gay courts that gleam along the streets ; 
The old Giralda, mellow in the sun ; 
Nor yet the great cathedral. No ; 'tis all. 



You'll make me very discontent, sefior ; 
Tour pictures waken longings in my heart 
I cannot satisfy for many a day. 
The word SevUla long has been a charm 
To fire the romance of the northern blood. 



The Spanish ladies core not for such things. 
How I would like to show these ppols to you 



Thanks. You've not been in England, I believe 



Yes, seiiorita, I have travelled there. 
How lovely and liow fresh the country is ; 
Ah 1 we have no such trees iu Spain as those. 
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It is a gloi'ious eoimtry, true, senoi' ; 

I shall forget Sevilla, if you prfuse 

My home aa well. What will you say of London ? 



I was amazed with all its strength and gi-eatness ; 
But then I was a helpless foreigner, 
I felt me like a child ; I could not ask 
Ev'n for my bread and cup of chocolate. 



The chocolate, I fear me, looked so thin, 

Your Mood ran chill, and you were sick for Spai 



Tour pardon, fair Inglesa ; I confess 
The truthfulness of what you say to me. 
A Spaniard may admire, — and God forbid 
That he should be so narrow built of soul, 
Aa not to feel the glories of your land ; 
But he has his peculiar way of speech ; 
He thinks and acts after an olden fashion ; 
He walks and sits as centuries have taught. 
Take him away, and he is nothing then, — 
A miserable, grovelling foreigner. 
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Ei.KANOE {smiling). 
I am most glad, seiior, you Laply left 
The blighting mildew of om- nortliei'n 
Eefore it fell on joii. 



Fair seiiorita, 
1 pray you pardon my uugalljint speech ; 
It ifl no fault of England, but ourselves. 
We Spaniards are a most unpliant race, — 
Too redolent of all the past, to live 
Beneath the daylight of your wondi-ous present. 
Kut tell me how you live there, senorita ? 
"What is your home like ? what do you luve most ? 



I ? Oh, I love the woods, the deep green woods ; 
The oW grey towers, with ivy all o'ergrown; 
The long, long walks on pleasant July mornings. 
Sitting upon the hillside with my boob. 
Or, better far, my friend to talk with me. 



Tour friend ? I hope he comprehended wel 
His happiness. Is he not lonely now ? 
How 1 do pity hira. 



Ah ! spare yourself; 
er cousin, whom I nami 
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Tour cousin ? Looks she then like you ? 

Sho? r 
Her eyes are blatk as nlghf. If she wei-e here, 
You'd say she was a lovely Spanish lady. 



Ah ! then 'tis surely better that kind fate 
Has sent you, senorifa, in her stead, 
To ^ve us now a glimmering of the light 
Like what we see around the golden heads 
Of pictui'ed Siiints, but never in our world. 



I've seen the light, and I am satisfied. 
But are you not afraid to wander there, 
Within the forests, with your black-eyed friend ? 
What if yoLi met some handsome cavalier? 



He'd touch his liat, and pass iis by, seiior. 
What if there were some brigand hy the way ? 
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We have no gentler 



Ah ! 1 liegiii to like jotir England now. 
The cavalier of whom we lately spoke, 
Can he not say a word as he is pafsing 



Maybe he will, if he look young and gay, 
Is not a creeping, dried-up botanist, 
Or sportsman, thinking only of his dogs. 



Li not affrighted at his words ? 



irteous gentleman. 



And he will show you where the flowers grow, 
And bring you water from the brook, pei'hajis. 
Ah ! surely I have not seen England yet — 
If I had wandered in the British woods, 
Should I have met fair ladies hand in hand, 
With gold and raven curls together mingling? 

[A sei'vaiit passes bi/ viiih ic 
Will you not have refreshments, senorita, 
After the charming ramble 'mong the hills ? 
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J thank yoii : no ; I see my aunt approach 

To say the liijur of leaving comes. Good-niglif. 

[He bows, and lliet/ oU iv 



S C E N 15 VII. 

EwiANOR and Lady Ivhrton {ji Ihnir carrim/e. 

LADT ITEETON {yawmng]. 
The ball was rather dull to-night, I think; 
What say you of it ? 



'Twas not dull to me ; 
It was a charming night. But then, joii know, 
I am a novice hei-e. 



Who was the Spaniai'd 
That you were talking with when I came up ? 

Do you not remember? 
The duke, — Don Manuel dc Alancia. 



Yes, yes ; he is a handsome man, I thinlf. 

[S/ie/aUs asleep. 
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ELiSAMOn (to Stersdf). 
Yes, he is handsome, that none could deny. 
I ahoald have known he was a poet, too ; 
He compliments like all the southern men — 
And yet he's cliiferent ; I'll not believe 
He says the same to eveiy woman here. 
0, silly girl ! your head is turned already. 
I wonder if lie stays at home this winter ; 
They say he's going to marry Anita, 
The little countess. How absurd, how foolish ! 
What is she? She is pretty ; yes, no more. 
She has high rank, and money too, Ihey say. 
I wonder how I looked : when I was dressed. 
Aunt Margaret praised me more than ia her wont. 
And good Juana clapped her hands in glee. 
What glowing pictures were they which he drew ! 
He was not talking merely to be heard ; 
I think ho had no other way to speak. 
How delicate, respectful, chivalrous ! 
He calls to mind those knights in old romance. 
I wish I knew an Englishman like bim. 

\The sound of the porter tmbarnng Ihe Iieavi/ iivii duoi; aro 
herfrota ktf recsrie. Tliei/ alight, and go in. 
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^ C E N E I. 



An idky nf Madrid. Three 8i>ANiiEi>s wmppsd in Uieir cloaks. 

NUjht. 



Do you, Mamicl <le Alan* 
linnd with UK? 

I swear ! 
You are young. 
I sliall be older. 
You are a poet. 

You are ooljle. 

The people shall be noble. 
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Your lify is sweet to lose. 
Not sweeter tlian honorable deatli to gain. 
Things look rather dark before us jut. 
Whom have jou to count upon in the opposition ? 



Escosura we may rely on. Narvaez was rather un- 
guarded when he let him come back from banishment. 



He did no more harm while the duke was in power. 
I have seen him applaud Escoswra myself when he was 
speaking. 

Yes ; but things are changed now. lie is a brilliant 
What do you think of Valdegamas ? 



He is too high-flown to have much practiwil iiifluet 
me way iir the oiher. 
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ALANCiA {smiling). 
His marquis title, I suppose yon think, has spoiled 



"Well, I doa't know ; a Moderado doesn't change his 
colora any quicker at a marquisate, tlian a Progi'eaista 
at a countship. 



Human nature is about the same in all ranks. 



SCENE II. 



'.a du'p. Elcaxor tilone al home, hokinfi lit a hits/cd of 



How beautiful tliese blushing roses are ! 
And this white jessamine ; 1 love it best, 

[She smells of it. 
That little bit, that used to elimb so high 
Upon our Northern wall, would stare at these. 
How we protected it from all the cold, 
And watched it budding out afresh in spring I 
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Oh ! I remember now ; I said one night 
How much I loved it, though 'twas not to ktm. 
He heaid, and brought a sprig to me. 'Tis he, 
I know, I Itnow. Aunt thiulis 'tis Everard. 
Everaid ! how foolish ! I should like to see 
A sprig of jessamine within his hand ; 
Would he dare give a flower to a lady ? 
He might involve himself in gallantries, 
And lose his air of high indifferenee. 

He seems to come here willingly enoagh ; 
Uncle dots ni-ge him so. 

[She looks at ifc Jiotve,-s. 

Alancia — 
How handsome he was looking yeslerday, 
As he rode by us on the Prado walks ! 

[She discovers a slip of paper, and rfods, 

Jiaiiy, tliou art very fair ; 
Gold with blue of heaven vies, 
Floating in thy lustroua hair, 
Deep'ning in tliy atarrj eyes. 

Art tliou spirit of tlie light, 
Sent from Paradise to men, — 
To the dusty sons of niglit 1 
Ah I he kind as angela tlien. 

Talte these flowers : in them lie 
Sweet hopes, hiended with a sigli- 
They are full of visions sweet; 
Will they speed me to thy feet ? 
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Tell me, lady, were it well, 
Left I them my tale to tell ^ 
Better were tlieir uharm unbroken. 
Better were my love unspoken? 

Hark I who is that ? It must be Evei-ard. 

[She hides tJie paper. He eaiers, solutes her, and se 



So you've been walking out to-day, I s. 
By all these iloivcrs. 



No ; J Jiave not been out. 



Some wretched youth, whom you've ensnai'ed, has sent 



Just as you |iioaso ; I do not know myself. 



Ah ! mysteiy it ia, Miss Eleanor, — 
A source of greatest pleasure to your sex. 
They're well arranged ; but I cnnnot profess . 
To any knowledge of the bouquet art. 



Yes ; they arc very tastefully combined. 
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How all these men do revel liere in show, 
Be it the meeting of two colors only I 
rm very sure you will agree with mo, — 
The flower-art is a pretty sphere, that suits 
The genius of the modern Spaniard well. 



He would not send an awkward bunch of flowers 
To any lady, be she young or old ; 
Besides, it is a virtue to do well 
"Whate'er we undertake. 



'Tis very true ; 
A good rule, I suppose : so thinks, perchance, 
The matador who gashes at the bull. 



That is a sudden leap from flo\ 



Precisely so ; just as the Spanish taste 
Is hovering between the gay and cruel, 
Effeminacy and barbaiity. 

[He mes «p. 

Will you not go to see tlie play to-night ? 



Yes : aunt, I think, h 
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Then I may do myself, perhaps, the pleasure 
To join your pai'ty, if you will allow. 



We shall be happy of your company. 

[lie goes ot 



There is some truth in what he says, I fear ; 
And yet ho passes sentence on them all. 
I tMnk he is unjust, — he is unfair. 

I She rises, and rjofs m 



SCENE III. 

NigM. Secret meetimj of Spatiisli Liberals. Groups in dune a. 
versation. 



You have confidence, you say, in Alancia ? 



Entire confidence. I don't expect him to do much of 
the work ; he's not had the training for it ; it isn't his 
style. But it's a great thing to have the name of a high- 
toned young nohlemau on our list. 



Yes; the sound goes a great way ivith fhe gaping 
crowd. 
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'Tia sometliing more than sound: it is a power witli 
a certain set of honeat Conservatives, who aie veiy 
much afr^d we are hot-headed fools. 



Yon (liin't think he'll fllndi? 



He has drawn in some of the youug blood already. 



I am afraid of them al! ; every one may turn o 
mal aujeto. 



Never you fear ; T am more afraid of the rabhlii be- 
What do yoQ think of Valdegamas' speedi ? 
I think wc hissed him pretty well. 



Still, it will be considered a great snocKSS, yon may 
depend upon it : the papers call the speech " very snb- 
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Yes, yeh jt Jtos '^ublime where he' rose to his rlimaic 
about the costbnes* of republics, and standiag armies 
being the che-ipest m'ichinery of government. There 
was a Teutonic fire in his eye, and his head was in the 
clouds, after the most wrapt German fashion. 



It is a pity he did not stay in Berlin. 



The Government ia pretty hard up, when it sends for 
such a scatter-brained foreign minister fo help uphold 
its policy. 

Don't bo too confident. 



I can't think lie'll do u 



SCENE IV. 

In tlie house of Sie Henry Itbrtok, Stb Henry u-ith Eleanor 
in Ms despacho. 

siK HENRY (tokiiig «JD o card). 
What's this ? The duke has left another cai-d ! 
Three times he's been here in tlie last two weeks. 
What can he want of me ? 
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The duke ! wLat duke ? 



Why, that yonug Mfinuel de Alaneia. 
Can't be that he lias sense enough to see 
That you are prettier than these silly girls, 
"Who use their black eyes so? eh, Eleanor ? 



Me, uncle ! it is you he comes to see, 
Is't not ? Have you forgotten how lie looked 
At your old English hunting-dress one day ; 
And how he took ihe rifle down, and spear, 
And asked about the game, and said, — while he 
Was smoothing down the fur upon your cap, — 
Our England must he sure a merry place ? 



Tea, yes : I do remember, so he did ; 
He had the wit to like it, say you, then? 
'Tis more than could be often said of them, 
These litt!e-w aisled Spaniards here in town. 
Where's Everard of late? lie's not been in 



Yes ; he was here on Sunday n 



You did not drive bim off with all your fui 
Tour fooleiy, among those Spanish girls? 
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Him, uncle ? no ; liu's not so sliy as that. 
He teased the little seiioritas, too, 
Far more than tiey could tmuble him. 



He does not tease you, Elc;i 



Because he's lca,rnctl that I cannot be teaped. 



Eleanor, stay, and listen now to me. 

I wish to Bpeak to yon ; sit down awhile, 

There's uo one here to interrupt us now. 

Eleanor, I have very often wished 

That Everard might one day be your husband. 

This morniug, from some words he dropt to mo, 

I understood his feelings plain enough ; 

Are you aarprised, my gii-lV 



Ye — s, uncle ; no : 
For I have sometimes thought you wished for this, 
And yet I did not think bo in my heart. 



And, pray, why not ? 
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He does not love me, first. 



Not lovo you ? well, I looked to hear you say 
You loved not him. Ha, ha !■ Upon my word, 
That is a crotohet that 1 never thought of. 



lie known not how to love, — he knows not how. 



Do you not hear, my child ? He seeks your hand ; 
Xou are not rich, — what should it be but love ? 



He thinks, perhaps, I'll make a prudent wife. 



Ah ! like you not hia wooing of you, theu ? 
He looks not ill to me in face nor form. 



Child, what would you like ? 
You'd have him " put himself," theu, " at your feci," 
Just like the Spanish dandies ; ha 1 is't so ? 
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I warrant ye, I warrant ye, my girl. 

He wouM be there in triitli, long while before 

Your sentimental dons, who talk so fine. 



Good ! unele ; I should like to see him there. 
He's far too much in love with his own self, 
To bend so low as that. 



I'm not in mood for jokes 



Come, come, come, — 

ELEANOni [intei-ruptinii him). 

He has no faith in aught that's good or high, 
Dear uncle ; he's a sneerer at aJl things ; 
He has no faith excepting in himself, — 
In Ills own self-advancement and career. 



^ him, Eleanor ; that is his way. 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



46 LOVE IN SPAIN, 

Hush ! listen now to what I say : 
Do you not think I wish your happiness? 
Do you beheve that I would have you wed 
This man, or any other under heaven, 
Unless I thought it for your good, my child ? 

I am not young; I cannot always live, 
And Everard's an honest gentleman ; 
More, he has talents which will fit him for 
Some high and honorable career at home. 
He has a fortune not to be despised, 
For I have nothing but my salary ; 
Heaven knows I'd gladly leave my all to you, 
But it is little. Do you not believe 
Your mothei-'s favorite bi-other has at heart 
The interest of her child ? Do you not think 
I love you, Eleanor, her orphan child ? 

ELEiKOB {biusling into ieare). 

Forgive me, uncle, I have not deserved 
Tour kindness ever ; no, forgive me, uncle, 
I did not doubt your love, — not that, not that. 

BIE IIENRy l<,s(de). 

Just like her mother now, she is, the girl ; 
And yet, somehow, I did not use to mind 
Her teal's so much, for they came oftener. 

[To Elean( 
Well, well, my child ; some other time, perhaps, 
We'll talk this matter over. Never mind. 
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You ai-e my own good girl ; come, brighten up. 
Come, play a game of chess; ring for some wooc 
The room is cold ; we'll have a blazing fire, — 
Yes, we'll not shiver like those Spanish folks, 
And crouch around a pan of smutty coals. 

A gentleman waits, sir. 



Let him corae up. 

[Eleanor slips oat, and goes into Jiei- aunt's boxidoir adjoin- 
ing. Lady Ivebiok sits there. 



SCENE V. 
r IVEETON and Bleanoe. 



Why, Eleanor, I've wondered where you were. 
You're looking pale; in truth, we're all worn out 
With such iate hours as we have had this week. 



I? I am very well. What 
What are you reading, aunt 



.ve you there? 



Ii ! nothing new. 
[She lags down her book. 
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EleaDor, now I fhink of it, — I wish 
To warn jou early, how you do receive 
Attentions from the Spaniards at this coui't. 



Why, thei'e can be no 
If they admire you, for it gives eclat 
To your poailion, and one would not wish 
That you should be without such compliment; 
Tet you must not forget the gossiping 
About this idle court: besides, you know 
You would not ever think to mai'ry here. 

I heard some gossip from the servants' hall 
This very afternoon ; I heard your name. 



l: [rlsimjwppaU). 

"What dared they say ? 



Why, nothing dreadful, child. 
They said Don Manuel de Alancia 
Was mad in love with you. I know, myself. 
The court is talking of the handsome duke ; 
Some think you favor him, and some do nof. 

[ELBiHOE draws a long breath; then, Jtashing deep, sSe ffoei 
and stirs the Jire. AJler musing av>hile, she iarns. 
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And uncle, — does he know of all this gossip? 
No, no : I have not itared to tell him yet. 



Dear aunt, you're not afraid that I shall h 
My self-respect ? 



Oh, no r I only meant 
o be upon your guard. 



(slaiids looMiu) into thejire sometime; ihai Inms, anil tales 
a ixtmile). 
Aunt, Fm bo wearied with these many lioiira 
Of dissipation, that I'll say good-oight. 



You're going now? So must I soon; good-night. 
[&,V Ele. 

I think thiit I have put a stop to it ; 

There's nothing she so hates as vvilgai; gossip. 

It is vexatious that a gii'l like her, 

With nothing but her beauty in her favor, 

Should talie ihe laurels all away from me. 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



50 LOVE IN SPAIN. 

S C B K E VI. 
Eleanou m hsr chamber, smilitig to herself. 

Ilfi's " mad in love," he's " mad in love," thoy sa; 
And yet I never gave him word nor look : 
They dare not say I am in love with him. 

"Tis true, one day, when I looked quickly up. 
And saw him gazing so on me, I blushed ; 
And, when he spoke, I stammered a reply, — 
But vfhat was that? 

I am forgetting all 
That uncle said to me of Everard. 
Evemrd I 1 cared not if he came or went ; 
But now he's hateful lo me ; hateful now, 
"Why do I think so much about this Spaniaivl ? 
And do I cai'e for him ? I always said 
I did not value beauty ; and I laughed 
To see the fancy, 'mong the girls at school, 
For some mustachioed, lisping foreigner. 
I had no Mth in southern passion then ; 
But am I changed so much in these few weeks ? 
Or is he different from common men ? 
It is not what he says, or what he does : 
There is a charm around wheo he is near ; 
All things seem high, romantic, beautiful. 
I wonder, when I hear the Spanish girls 
Bant'riug at ease with him on every theme, 
They are not more abashed before his gaze. 
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His noble taste, his pnde, his chivahy. 
He sees them, after all, with Spanjah eyes. 
He is a Spaniard: what is he to me? 
A Roman Catholic, — he looks at life 
From quite another view, I fear, than I. 
Poor, foolish girl, he cannot he for thee ! 
And uncle, — he'd Jespise me if he thought 
I scorned his friend, to love a Spanish di'Jce. 

[She iHMm aiu/iU. 
And there's poor Milverton, I left at home ; . 
He's wiser than Alancia, I doubt not. 
He lent me hooka ; he taught me German, too ; 
Yes, he knew every thing that's worth the knowing ; 
And yet, somehow, — 'tis strange, — 1 did not wish, 
When he went out, he would come back again. 
He had the poetry of every age 
Upon his tongue ! but this man's very life 
Is flowing over with his being's music : 
I feel it, and I know not what it is. 

I do suppose he loved me, — Milverton; 
He praised sincerely eveiy thing I did, 
But I was quite content to rest me there; 
I did not long, aswith Alancia, 
To go for ever on, and yearn to make 
The good in me more lovely in his eyes. 

Ah me ! where is to be the end, — the end ? 
Why did 1 ever come to this strange land ? 
Why did I go away, and leave my home. 
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The little quiet lanes ? the holly-boughs 

They hung for Cliristmaa, when I said good-by. 

The roses there are innocent and fi-esh, 

And sweeter than exotics. Is this love 

A gay exotic for the northern heart, 

That early blooms — and fades away — and dies? 

Oh, mother ! resting in the churchyard there, 

Thou little dream'st thy daughter is ensnared 

In all ihe pitfalls of a far-off land ! 

Thy quiet Eleanor, who cared for naught 

But to be sitting all the day with thee. 

Or wandering for the wild anemones, 

To make thy pale face smile when thou wast sick, 

And never wearied her poor head with love. 

[She ihraics herself into a chair. Saddejily sSe stmis, up. 
What if he should he trifling with my heart? 

heaven, that I should come to this, — to this ! 
Take me away from this deceitful land. 

Uo, no : I will not Ihink so low of him. 
"What shall 1 do then ? Shall I suffer him 
To meet me everywhere, and by-and-by, 
In cool woi-ds, say I cannot see him more ? 

[She weeps. Throies herSelf in Ihe diair again. 

Mother ! teach me, I pray, the way to go ; 
I'm lost, bewildered in this dangerous maze. 

[She sils a long time thinking, and al length falls asleep. She 
vxikes, half dreoming. 

1 thought 1 saw Alancia ! He wore 
One of my English roses on his breai^t. 
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He ssiid, " We will live there : the air is sweet ; 
The northern sky burns not with feverish hent, 
But gloweth deep and pure as thy blue eye ; 
The Virgin, too, wilt watch us ft-om on high, — 
Thou wilt not scoi-n her hea,venly ministry." 

Ab ! 'twas a dream. 



S C E N p) VU. 



TU DuKK oW AiANOiA and Don ^'ehhib Mokj' 
street, talking. 



Bravo, my man ! you're getting in pr'etty (leep. 



Tut, boy i tbesc ihinga are not to be spoken of by 
day li gilt. 



Wliy, my fine fellow, is tliat the hind of lover you 



Lover? I was not tallting about love, you scamp. 
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I was; and I was hi hopes it had taken the wind out 
of jour Liberal sails. Come, why don't you apeak ? 
The truth is, when a man's in love, lie may as well 
throw up other mattere. 



r told you I waa in love. 



That was not at all necessary. Vamos ! you've 
given up this crazy scheme, of course ; you'll have love- 
songs to write, — you can't do both. 



1 up your poHtics, of c 



Do you mean to say j'ou are going on witli this mad 
projecl. 



sud a bi'okeu dish. 
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What is it? 




Liberty. 





It will be a tracked dish after all. It will fall apart 
while you are doing it, and gash your iiogers, 



Theu some one else will take it up, and try agai 



Oh, Don Quijote Valoroso ! 
■Worthy of thj Duldneii del Toboso. 



Fermin, let us understand each other. I have sworn 
to do my duty by my country ; it is of no use to reason 
with me : God only knows what will be the end. Fare- 
well. 

[Alan CIA Tushes nway, talking lo himsdf. 

It Is foolish trying to deceive him or myself; I am in 
love. Life is too sweet for me to Avish to die just now. 
"When I first came home, I held it cheaper ; I waa sick 
of the littleness of the world; I thought I should like 
to do something great, and quit it. Now it seems to me 
that love is the greatest thing in the world, yet I believe 
I ani no worse patriot ; I cannot, I would not, recede 
from the path I have taken. 
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S C E S E VIIT. 



In ths house of DoSi Maiiia de Alabri*., Dona Maria and 

the (iiike, liei' srai. 



My son, why art thou sitting there so dull ? 
I'd rather thou wouldst write thy poetry, 
Than idle all the afternoon away. 
Come, cheer thee up, and let us go and see 
The people on the Prado, this fine day ; 
Shame, to be staying in the house at spring! 
Send for thy horse ; thou art too handsome fiir 
To grope for ever in these naiTow strepts. 
The qtieen, too, will be sweeping up and down 
Betweeo the thronging line of carriages ; 
Ah, how they will be pressing on the walk ! 
And all in gala such a pleasant day. 
The Couafess Anita is always there 
At four o'clock ; she knows the difference 
Between such figure as thou can'iest 
Upon thy hoi-se, and others riding there. 

[Alancia shrugs his shoulders. 
Ah ! thou art thinking of the English girl. 



Dear mother, I have otlier things to do, — 
Have olher things than love to think of now 
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Then wherefore be so foolish as to ves 
Thy noble soul about this foreigner? 
An alien to thy race, thy tongue, ihy f^th, — 
Belie re thy mother, she is strange and cold 
And passionless. I watched her yesternight : 
There was no passion in her looks at thee. 

Tiiou linowest naught about it, mother. Hist ! 



And I was glad ; I Itnew thou could'st not waste 
Thy heart upon tliis fair, cold creature long, 
"When there ai-e other bandsome eyes in Spain, 
Eager to answer back unto thine own. 



Answer before I ask it, motlier n 



And what of that, my son ; and what of that ? 
'Tis better than a false and moyeless face, 
That throws its snai-es around thee, one by one, 
And coldly smiles and smiles, untouched itsei£ 



Stop, mother, if thou mcan'st the young luglcsa 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



LOVE IN Sl'ATS. 



Listen, my son, for um I not thy mother ? 
Thou art a foolisb boy. Wlmt is liei- faith ? 
Think tliou of that. 

[Cmsiiiuj hemdj. 
Jesns ! she owneth not 
The blessud Virgin Motliei-'s inl«rcession : 
She sitteth on a cushioned seat at churcli, 
And readeth from het' book : and that is all 
Her worship of the Crucified, my son. 



She looketti with a stranger's curious eye 
Upon the blessed saiots that stand about, 
To cooat the cunning carvings in their robes. 
Tis madness in thee, son ; yes, madness, boy ! 



Mother, thoii'rt cniel 1 Talk not lo mc thus : 
Thou know'rt uot how I love this English girl. 



Eut think ; her rank, — how small compared with tbire. 
We'i'e poor, but not in name or blctod, I trust. 
Thy verses, too ; it pleased me not at flj-st 
To see ihee moping with thy pen and ink, — ■ 
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It was not like tliy falliev (now in peace, 
With all the blossed saints in Paradise), 
Although thou ladi'flt not spirit ever : no, 
But, I confess, thy pen will make thee soc 
The darling of the court. 



Nut of the court, — 
The court, my mother ; that were smalt, indeed ; 
I would belong to Spain, be loved of Spain. 



And that thou shalt, and that thou slialt, my ai 
Aud Spain shall ring, — 



I care not for it all. 
Mother, be true, and answer me. Did'st wed 
My father, now, because he was a duke? 
He saw thee in thy Andalusian home ; 
Thou thought'st he was a poor young soldier lad : 
He won thy heart before thou knew'st his name ; 
Did';t love him more, because he proved a duke ? 

doSa maeia {wilk tears in her ei/es). 
lie had a look tliat spoke a courtly soul. 



And so hath she, my mother, — so hath she. 
Oh, she is beautiful! but 'tis her soul, — 
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It is her soul I love. For she is pure 

And innocent and maidenly as they, — 

The lovely ladies were, of whom we resid 

In olden books, who kept all harm away 

By their sweet presence, and commanding looks. 

And she has courage, too, and noble fire : 

If she could know that I were called by heaven 

Unto some new crusade (ah ! I am called), 

She'd bid me go with lofty, kindling eye 

(Provided she did love me) ; with her look 

Upon my Leart indelibly Impressed, 

rd conquer whatsoe'er she hade me meet. 

Eememb'rest not, my mother, how the knighfs, 
Who never were disloyal to their faith, 
Did love their foreign ladies o'er the aea? 



They were not cold and learned Protestants. 



Nay, mother, woi-se than Pi-ofestants, indeed. 
Did not young Tancred love the Saracen 
Clorinda, heretic and infidel? 



I care not for tliy rusty knights, my sou ; 
Thou'rt ever talking of thy heroes, boy; 
I pray thee be a bero; fling aside 
The evil spell that spoils thy youth and strej 
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Aad marry Anita. Thou wilt get well 
Beneath her little velvet eyes ; and, when 
Thou art our poet, Spain will love thee more, 
Because that thou hast wed in thine own land. 



I cannot marry her, — not for the world. 
Mother, if thou did'st know how I do love 
This English lady, thou would'st rather pray, — 
Thou would'at fall down before her sacred feet, 
And pray that she would smile upon tiiy aon. 
Thou would'st be grateful to the saint?, indeed, 
Should they so bless tity threshold as to bring 
Such heavenly guest unto thy house and home. 



; be calm, be calm. 



No, no : it is because thou'lt not believe. 
When by her side, my mother, I am calm 
And self-possessed, and I love all thingj, too ; 
And if she chances happily to praise 
What I have done, I can do more ; ay, more. 
And better too. Sweet mother, I could write 
So that the world should listen to me long. 
With my dear northern lady ever near 
To fire me with her lofty, guiding thought. 
And warm me with her t«ndec eyes. 
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Hast mar 
How they do change from blue to grey, so like 
The sky of summer, at the glow of noon, 
TheD, in the gentle sombreness of night ? 
If I were but Murillo, I would paint 
The flakes of gold that play around her hair 
So well, thou would'st believe that thou could'st 
The glory of the Virgin on her head. 
Dost ihou remember holy Mary's gaze, 
As she 19 floating there among the clouds, — 
The look of sweet surprise and earnestness ? 
Just so she looketh up inquiringly 
When I am telling her of things that please. 
And smiles on me in lovely ii 



Dost thou believe she loves thee ? 

ALAN CIA {edoritiff). 

What of that ? 
I was not speaking of her love for me. 
But mine for her. 

Thou hast far too much pride, 
I deem, my son, to hear them say at court, 
Don Manuel, the duke, is mad in love 
With yon Inglcsa ; and doth let her sport 
With him, and show to all the gaping world, 
How she hath got a handsome gentleman, — ■ 
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Of birtii the noblest in the kingdom, teo, 
Admu'ed of ladies, wedded or unwed, — 
Down underneath her eareleaa, haughty ft 



Hush, mother I name Elena not, I say, 

"With those poor buttei-flies that conquer hearts r 

She ia no trifler. And for all the town 

I care not; let them whisper as they choose; 

What can they say, except that I do love ? 

And I am proud of that. 



i. {springing np). 
She hath too much of woman's dignity 
To open wide her pure and noble heart, 
And shew its workings unto any man, 
At each emotion whieh doth stir her breast ; 
She is not like the Andatusian maids. 



Dost thou mean me, my son? I never gave 
My heart unto thy father till he asked. 



No, no : forgive me, mother, for my words. 
But will thou not then wait awhile before 
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Thou ciiU'st Iiei- cold ? till I have told her all ? 

[//e i™;ts «;> anii down the room ; talks to himself. 

No, no : it Js a shadowy hope, — a dream. 
Fool, fool am I ! it is her lovely way : 
It meanoth nothing ; she is always so. 
Heavens, mother ! maybe Ihou art in the right. 
No, she hath not a cold heart, — tliou art wrong : 
But whether she doth care for thy poor son — 

[He turns towards his taolhir. 

Mother, if it be true she will not hear 

My suit; if it be true she i3oe8 not love, — 

I shall at least have one more thing to do ' 

In this drear world, — to die for my poor country. 

[Hedi^lso^toftl^erwm. 

uoSa MARIA [/illoiiiing hm). 
Hear, Manuel, but a word, — a word, my son. 
He's gone j what does he mean ? Manuel ! 
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SCENE I. 



The Bush Eeliro, An early hour, bejbre the arrival of the crowd. 
Eleanoe o,rid her maid, JuJiNi. The former seated on a bench. 



Juana, go and bring a sprig of green, — 
A branch of cedar from that little tree. 



Caramiia ! Senorita, 'tis the queen's. 



Oh, mind not that ! the queen is very kind ; 
It ia a pity that I should not have 
One little sprig, to carry in my book 
Away across the waters to my home. 



Ay, little senorita, how you love 

The precious book of dried and faded flowers! 
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I'll go and tiring a pretty rose for you. 

I knew the gardener, wheu he and I 

"Were living with a Spanish gentleman ; 

He had the care of all those handsome grounds, 

And he would bring in flowers so heautiful, 

And tie them up with many a ribbon fine, 

For me to carry in to my sefiora. 

Ah, madre mia, how he boasted then ! 



Well, well ; thou wilt not get the flowers, I fear 
If thou dost stay so long and talk, Jitana. 



Bien; I'll go this instant, seiaorita. 

[She relume aftm- some mi 
Look, look! carnations, roses, heliotropes. 
I told liim of my misti'ess, the Inglesa, 
And how my sefiorita had a book, 
With thousand flowers from every land on earth ; 
And he was mighty pleased, for ■' he could speak 
The English," and he wondered I could not. 
My faith, I don't believe he knows it much ; 
He called you " Mees," the way I call my cat. 
See, see ! he gave me these, and offered more. 

ELEANOR [smiks « little, and takes the Jtoaiers). 
Bravo, Juana! they are heautiful. 
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Hark, hark ! All ! would the scnonta mind 
If I should go through yonder little grove, 
To see the engine pass along the plain ? 
I hear it coming now. 



No ; haate away. 
[She runs off. Eleawoh rfro/w liiefiotners in 

Simple Juana, how I envy tliee ! 
Thou art so pleased to see the noisy train, — 
The only one, in truth, thy land can boasL 
And many older ones than thou I've known 
Eun up the neighhoring ledge to see it piiss, — 
The same delight in all their Spanish eyes. 
And I — I sit and smile complacently, 
Glad to escape the din of wiser lands. 

Why are we northertiera so satisfied 
Because we have advaJiced a step or more 
In worldly lore ? we're far enough hehind, 
It may be, in the searching eye of God. 
And what if, as we're hurrying on so fast, 
We do not see the pictures as we pass 
Along the road of life, nor atop to sit 
Beside some little purling stream, nor watch 
With dreaming eyes the golden evening light. 

[She rises, aiaiks to h^setf, and uMilhs to another par 
groimds, and sils doiim. 
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SCENE II. 
Don Feksun Mohales in atiather vxilk. 



Ah ! that is it ; I have it ; that is why 
Alancia Started off. I'll wager, now, 
He saw tho young Inglesa in the grounds. 

Ay, I love a pretty girl ; 
Wherefore, wherefove all tliia fuss 1 
Love ia not a aulten olmrl. 
All so solemn, serious. 



-SCENE m, 

AlAITCIA hurries vp to Ei.BANOB, salutes her, and thines hiiasdf 
down on the grass l:g her seat. She alarts, and blushes. 



Pardon this boldness, — pardon me, I pray; 
I have a word to speak (o thee to-night. 
I chanced to see thy figure tlu'ough the ti-ees : 
I would not break the quiet of thy walk ; 
But can I wait? This life ia far too short; 
I cannot go, till I have told thee nil. 
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I lovo thee, seiiorita ; thou hast seen 
How I am wHoUy thine in heart and souJ. 

[Slie trembles, a-nd Ir. 

Nay, do not tliink me rash, presumptuous ; 
I have no right, indeed, to speak ta thee. 
Except the right which every luyal heart 
Doth have to tell its homage and its love. 



R (willi tremUing voice). 
Thou must not speak of this, Alancia ; 
I cannot hear it; I must forfeit ail 
Thy kindness and thy friendship, if thou dost. 

[She SI 

Slay ; I'l! do all ihou bidst, if thou will stay, 

ELKANOH (she sits doom irembtinjj, 
I tJiank thee for thy love : it is in vain 
For thee to waste thy noble heart on me. 
Go find another of thy race and tongue. 
Who will reward thee better far than I. 



Go write thy book, and cliai-m the listening world 
Nor let a fancy for the English girl 
Efdim the genius which should keep itself 
All bright for ihy own land, for fame, for gioiy. 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



LOVE IN SPAIN. 



Elena, thou cau'st know me not if thou 
Dost think that I can talte my pen again, 
My paltry pec, and write of love and trnth 
As once of old, when I had not seen thee. 



Then I have robhed thee of tiiy happiness, — 
Have spoiled the honors which should one day fall 
Upon thy head, to give thee nothing back. 



Tliou sayst that thou can'st give me — notiiing — hack ? 
ThoTi hast then said it. 'Twas a reckless dream ; 
I'll trouble thee no more, if it be so- 
Farewell, Elena ! may the saints protect thee ! 

[He spnngs up qiiickli/, and starls aiixy. 

El.KANOK {hurdediij). 

Alancia, come back ; I did not say, — 
Thou did'st not underetand my woi-ds aright. 



It is thy kindness ; yes, I know, indeed, 
That tiiou would'st have me feel tbou ait my friend. 
1 thank thee — thou art good — for all the hours, 
The blessed hours, which I have spent with thee. 
I was an idle wanderer on the eai'th ; 
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Since I knew thee, I have looked into heaven. 
But no, — I caunot take thy kindness now. 



I said I could not give thee happiness, 

If I were kind, should I have called thee back ? 

[Be watches hsrjij:tdly. 
If thou wast happy, I — I was not sad ; 
If thou art sad, I am not gay as onco ; 
If thou hast dashed away a pleasant dream. 
So then have I: it is not thou alone. 

{SliE UusJus dffjily. 
If thou hast given away thy heart, then I — 
Shall not forget thee soon, Alancia. 

[He sehes her hand, and Lisses it. 

I5e calm, be calm, Alancia, I pray. 
'Tis wrong: but yet I could not have thee deem 
That all the English maidens are so cold. 
Did'st thou not ever think I cared for thee ? 

[He darts forwiird. 
No, no : be still, or I shall run fi-om thee. 



A (thrawing himself again on the grass bff her seat). 

I thought SO ofl, and went from thee at times 
As joyous as the wind ; but when I saw 
Thee moving 'mong the chilly diplomats, 
So fair and stately, then I feared that thou 
Ilad'st little place for me within thy heart ; 
And early left the slek'ning I'ooms at night. 
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Inipatient at, th^ courteous smiles on them, 
And weary of the hearllessness around. 



My eourteom smiles, thou own'sl ; was I to thee 

Then courleom only, when we talked so long, 

One night, the red-mustaehioed Austrian count, 

With all his stars and crosses, whispered sly ; 

And the old Major Domo bustled round. 

With looks at thee which plainly showed he thought 

Thou should'st be dancing in the royal set? 

Was I too eager then to leave thy side, 

And promenade with those hedizened men, — 

Those self-sutRcient dignitaries there ? 

Mo, no: thou wast too good, — too good, indeed ; 
But I would have thee wholly to myself. 



Ah! thou must speak no more such words to nie ; 
They are the first, they are the last for us. 
Our homes are wide apart ; a different faith 
Is mine from thine. Thy mother, too, confess. 
Would weep to see her only son heloved 
Of me, a foreigner and Protestant. 
Tliy country's kws forbid such love in truth ; 
The dear old bishop. Cardinal of Spain, — 
Whom I do reverence as much as thou, — 
Could not pronounce a blessing on our iieads. 
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So be it; they cancot divide our liearts, 
And Spain is not the only land on earth- 



But more : my uncle would be much displeased 
To hear thy words ; he docs not love tby land. 
He hopes to see me wed some Engliahman, 
Who'd give to his old age companionship. 
And me protection whea he is no more. 
Dost thou not know I am an oi-phan girl? 



a ! thou shah not want proteetion then. 



That he has loved me since my father died, 
With all a parent's pride and tenderness? 
That I have only what he gives to me, 
Showering his kindnesses upon my head, 
With not a harsh demand in payment yet? 
And shall I slight his wishes, then ? his first? 
No, no : I do deceive him now, — yea, now. 
While I am talking here with thee. Away, 
Away, I pray thee, — if thou — lovest me. 

[Tha/ hear JuAkA retuminff through the trees. lie seises her 
hand, kksei it, and di'supjiairs. Eleakor aiui Juasa 
retitrit heme. 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



LOVE IN SPAIN, 

l (in anofker part of the ffrounds). 
Ah I what are lands and friends, religions, — ail ? 
Dear heavens ! she lovcth me. She said it not, — 
Those very words ; bnt how ahe called me back I 
" Alancia," she softly said : my name 
Rang out so sweet and silveiy, that ev'n now 
It seems riot like reality to me, 
But far away, as if 'twere in my sleep. 
Is it an omen dim that tells us we 
Shall see each other henceforth but in dreams, 
Where we shall talk together of our joy, 
And wake up sudden to the dreadful day? 
No, no ; she loves me. Ah ! the t«ars that came 
In her sweet eyes. Most happy man thou art, 
That thou could'st bring such happy tears as those,— 
So few, so rare, so precious ; not of grief. 
Yes, let the fates do what they will to me, 
They cannot wipe those glistening drops away, 
Nor lay their flngera on those blushes warm, 
And make them cold. 

My mother, ihou wast wrong 
Who thought'st thy foolish son could not be loved : 
Elena was not cold; I told thee so. 
Ah ! whither am I going ? here, again, 
I see the very spot she left. 

[He stands Had gases at 

How lovely is the day ! The Spring haa come ; 

It is a paradise among these trees. 

All young and tender ; and the air is full 
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Of mui'muring sounds from every living thing. 

Not gay is it, nor melancholy music ; 

It meets the fever of my heart, subdues 

And stills it all to lovely harmony. 

But hark ! they come ; I hear the rushing tide 

That pours adown the stately Alcala. 

Ah ! let them walk, poor souis, where'er they pleasi 

They cannot know wiiat makes this spot so sweet. 

[He looks once more at the seal, and hurries a 



SCENE IV. 
Ai.iNOiA standing in las paiiv, Miisinp. Night. 

These noble patriots shall have my name ajid sym- 
pathies and influence, what little it is ; and, if they fail, 
I will take the risks with them. 

But as for the work itself, I cannot do it, I have no 
head for it ; I won't say heart for it ; for if ever I felt 
as if I could go through Are and water to do my duty, 
it is now that I have got the love of Elena Manton. 
Bat these intrigues, in the way of glory, are not inspir- 
iug. love, love, love ! 

[A dark Fiourb looks in at the gats, and spfaks in a whispet: 



n pretty deep. 
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How are things gi>ing 



Bellamente! bellamonte! 



Quevedo, I'm no party man, no politician ; but I love 
my country, and I can keep my word. 

[The rxsuBB vatiislKs. Alascia joes in. 



SCENE T. 
In the house, of Sia Hesry Iveeton. Sie Henby and Lai 



Wliat think you, wife, of what I said to y 
Concerning Everard and Eleanor? 



I think with you ; if Everard, as you say, 
Has really asked to marry Eleanor, 
'Twill not be wise to lose such overtures. 
She's old enough to wed ; we cannot hope 
To make a splendid union for her ever. 
She has no fortune of her own, no home. 
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And Everai'd's fit match enough for her : 
Why should she not be married shortly, too ? 



She has a home as long as I have one : 
That is not why I speak; I should be loth 
To see her leave my i-oof. A gentle girl, 
And good and lovely is she ; 'twill be hard 
To hear no more her footsteps in the house ; 
She never gave me aught hut pleasure yet. 



Of course, of course ; she's welcome to stay here 

I never yet did treat her otherwise. 

But she must sometime marry, that is all ; 

And she will do as well as she can hope. 

In taking Everard. 



What is't you mean ? 
I've told you, wife, a thousand times, that he, — 
This Everard you patronize so mueh, — 
Is not my secretary, but my friend. 
" Fit mat«li enough " ! think you I'm turning off 
My sister's orphan child unto a man 
Tliat's " good enough " ? I would far rather keep 
The little girl by me, unwooed for ever, 
Thaa give her to a man I do not prize. 
Because the world says women must be wed. 
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Well, well : lie's talented, 1 do suppose. 
Though 1 myself Lave never fancied him. 



Fancy ! he's not a fancy man, forsooth ; 
If so, the women all v^ould like him better. 



Dear mo ! I cannot suit you at my best. 
But, tell me, what think you of Eleanor? 

siK HESET {walkiitg upimddotvn). 
She ? Why, she'll fret and fidget me, of course. 
Where was there jet a woman who did not, 
Whene'er a word waa said to her about 
A sensible, straightforward gentleman ? 



But she is dutiful ; she will not think 
Of setting up her will against your own. 
Besides, you arc her lawful guai'diau. 



There is the thing ; I cannot b«ar to force her, 
For she has ever done my slightest bidding. 

LADY IVEKTON {ti/eing him dos^). 
You know about Alanda, I suppose ? 
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I know of nothing gooil or bud of him. 



Why, that he is in love with Elean 



If you keep open ears each time tbey say 
A Spaniai-d is in love, you must have room 
For liltle else. 



It is no felse report. 
How c!o you know ? 



I think she likes him, too. 



By George ! is't so ? 
Foo! was I not to look about me moi-e ; 
You, wife, have got the sharper eyes, I grant. 
I might have known her silly head waa turned ; 
I never knew the girl to be so high, 
So resolute, as when I spoke to lier. 
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Ah! then you have ah'eady broached the subject? 
What evening was it ? 

BIR BENET (walking tip and down the room). 

So, she is ia love 
"With one of these poor, miserable dogs, — 
These dawdling hangera-on of royalty, 
Without one honest pound to call their own ; 
"Who blazon arms upon their equipage. 
And ride about in gilded gaiety, 
And kiss their sovereign's hand, to siiek from it 
The bounties which by right belong among 
The loathsome wrefehes, crawling from their holes 
Of mud and sand to till the soil, and raise 
The oil and grape for these to fatten on. 



Come, come ; there'3 no use to berate the duUe ; 
We 11 stop it now, before it can go further. 



I could have born her opposition, too, 

If 'twas her natural shrinlting at our plans ; 

But that she should be carrying in her head 

The look of this conceited foreigner, 

And curl her little lip at such a man 

As Everard ,■ — ■ it is too much, too much. 

Who would have dreamed that she could be so 
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So like some forward miss, let loose from school ! 
She was so modest and so reasonable ; 
Her whole demeanor showed the qiiietiie?a 
And breeding of an English gentlewoman. 

I never feared to trust her anywhere : 
Even in this Chrisfjdn land, where they do keep 
The jownger women under lock and key ; 
And take them out, aod marahall theni abroad, 
With swai-thy dowager on either side. 
Or grizzly old duefia, or a pair 
Of chalky-faced lackeys following on, 
Lest some of these poor, sallow , spmdling youths 
Should stare or grimace at them m the streets, — 
I did not fear to trust ray Eleanor 
I'm disappointed in the giil Heigh ho I 
These women are alike ; ye*:, ever) where. 
Comes there a single opportunity 
For them to plunge their heads in foolish scrapes, 
They're ready at the instant, though they may 
Have had no previous lessons in the art. 
'Tis instinct; they are all alike, — alike. 
This pretty, little, blue-eyed girl of ours 
Has had no opening for it heretofore : 
I see she understands it, like the rest. 



But where's the use of chafing so about it? 
There's nothing, now, so teiTible in this, 
That young Alancia should make love to her. 
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Madam, you said yourself she cared for him. 



Well, what of that? You have a will, I trust. 

SIR HEBHY [walldag up andduiim). 

It is too much, — too much! Since I came here, 
No single thing has troubled me so much. 



Where is the use of wasting all these words ? 

SIR HEMRT (stopping saddeab/). 
I wil! not have it: no ; I'll be obeyed, 
And she shall marry Everard ; 'twiil be 
The wisest part that I can do for her : 
She'll thank me some day in the end, I think, 
When ail this erazy nonsense is at rest. 
And she's a happy and contented wife. 



And you'll not speak to her about the duke ? 



I shall repeat my wishes once again. 
And let her know that I most be obeyed; 
I will not treat her as a t-hild quite yet, 
Nor bar her in at once from this poor duke. 
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You'll liave to spciik to her with caution, though ; 
It will not do to break out in jour faahion 
"With people who're in love : you'll have to use 
A nicer treatment, if you'd gain your end. 



Madam, say you to her what pleases you 
And I will do what pleases me. Good r 



SCENE VI. 



Lady IvaaTON alone. Eleanor enters, moves up 
Senlly, (Sen seats herself at her work. 



Eleanor, all my prophecies were Irue : 
Your uncle was offended when he heard 
The stories which they tell about the duke. 
He thinks you were deceiving him, I fear, 
When, all the time he spoke to you that night. 
You never mentioned young Alaucia. 



Deal' aunt, pray tell me what Jiave I to do 
"With all the gossip of tliis idle court ? 
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1 mentioned casnallj Ihe thing io hiia 
Supposing that it must have leathed hi? eiis; 
He burst into a paasion when he lieirl 
Tour name so bandied round about the LOutt. 



Aunt, if we live iii wliat we cill the woiH — 
Made up of pleasure seeking men and women, 
Who fcid amusement in the watch they keep 
Upon their neighbors — we must p'»y ior it 
And lend them our poor names with ill tiie es 



But 'tis not well to keep then t jngues ifloat , 

And if the duke continues to pursue jo i 

I would advise you to discoui'^ge him 

You would not wish to keep him at yout ii de, 

Kor let them name you here the blon le ^■o juette," 

Like ihat young English gul i yeai a^^o 



The world shall neyei call me so mi aunt 
Till I have grown more skilful in the ait 
What 13 this world you talk so much al out ' 
Dear aunt, I pray you, have not all of «s 
A voice within, that tells us better far 
"What's right and what is wrong ? And miis 
To some poor, little, shallow clique lo learn 
Their verdict on us eveiy step we take ? 
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Upon my soul, I cannot reiilly tell 
Whether she loves or not ; yet I was sure. 

[To Eli? 
You're a strange girl, indeed ; you will not hear 
My ai-gumeuts, although I could have sworn 
They would have been tlie very ones to suit 
With your fastidious and high ideas. 
Your nicer sentiments, perhaps, you find 
Are not so well for practice: eh, is't so? 



Seeming, dear aunt, — is that the worst to fear ? 
Is that the greatest evil in the world ? 

[To herself. 
If I were only sure of being right. 



Alancia's friends will all bestir themselves. 
They wish, even to the Queen of Spain herself. 
That he should wed the Countess Anita. 
They will not like to see him bo engrossed. 
Dancing attendance on a foreigner. 
And you will bring upon youi-self the spleen 
And jealousy of all his relatives- 
Beware of rousing Spanish enmity : 
There'll be an end of all our quiet here. 
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Alancla is of age : I do not see 

How 'tis that I am so reeponsible 

To all his kith and kin for what he does. 

Pert liule minx ! 

[ro El-KAKOK. 

I think he means to marry Anita. 

He likes to frighten hia poor, silly mother, 

And all his neighbors, by this dallying round : 

Jnst as our own young lords are capering 

Before they're fairly broken in the harness, 

I do not think he'll find it very hard: 

She's pretty, with her little tapering feet 

And 7\>giiish eyes. He likes to dance with her, 

But that is natural. Ton do not waltz ; 

I dare say, though, you find him very pleasant : 

They say he has a wondrous flow of words. 

I saw the prettiest bouquet of flowers, 
When I called on the dowager, her mother : 
I spoke admiringly of it to her. 
She smiled, and said " 'twas from Alancia : 
He had such charming taste in all he did ; 
He was so elegant and gracioso." 

[A noiee, as of visitors approocMnj, is lieai'd, Eleahob 
hastens out of the room, pole. The alana prooes false. 
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H [remaimitt/ ohae). 

I wonder how she iiked the last I said. 
Good-natured as she seems, she always had 
A high, grand air, as if she'd put me down. 
Just so her father came to Iverton 
To ask her mother's hand, as if ho were 
My noble Loi-d of Buckingham himself, 
And not a starving artist : yes, with all 
Her graceful waya Sir Henry likes so much. 
She has a deal of haughtiness in her. 

[Shem 
If Everard marries her, he'll take her back 
Before the year is out, and I shall be 
No longer put into the shade by her, 

[Exit Ladt 



SCENE vn. 

Eleanoe alone, 

O heavens 1 is that cold woman in the right ? 
And did she know how slie was stabbing me? 
She saw the color flying from my face : 
She did not see how my heart stopt at ouce. 

[ WaUcing back and foith 
He seeks amusement with me, so she thinks ; 
There is no man on earth shall dare to do it. 
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Though I have had the folly to be pleased, 
And the insanity to love auch jnan. 

[Slis stops iiiddaihj. 
But, after all, why should I trust her gaze, 
That never saw heyond the surface yet? 
And doubt his earnest loofe, his simple words, 
His truthful heart ? 

[Site sobs conmhh-ely. 

But yet they're keen and sharp, 
Those eyes of hers. Where is it I am going ? 
Into some dreadful chejit? 'tis false, 'tis false! 
Here I am doubting now the words that came, — 
Came fi-om the sweetest heart that ever beat. 

What if he gave a few poor Bowel's to her, — 
To Anita ? Could I not spare bcr them, 
"When every thi-ob of his dear, faithful breast 
Is mine, if aught upon the earth be true ? 

[She wipes her tears. 
God save me this belief alone, though I 
Should never, never see him more ! 

'Tis sweet 
To And that we are not deceived, where'er 
This weary life may lead our aoiTowing steps. 

[Slie dresses, and goes out for a icalk. 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



PART IV. 



At the Opera House, Eleanok in the box of an old Spanish 
Lady. Seiieral Gbntlbmeh are there. "La Faiforila" is ihe 
play. 

What think you, caballeros, of the part? 
Sortero plays it bravely. 



Tea, he's a rare muchacho : he will do 
His own love-making hotly, I suspect. 



Cuerpo do mi 1 what jealousy is that. 

FIKST SBNTLEMAN {himini/ t'J ELBANOr). 

Fail- senorita, are you pleased to-night ? 
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Ah, yes : the music ia most beautiful ; 
The airs have grown to be my favorites. 



The play is rightly named; think you not so? 

[Tuntiag to Alancia, who sits abstriKted among them. 



Tour pavtloQ, senorita : did joii speak ? 

ELBAKOE (mlh Koi'ce sligMly irasMmg), 
Do you not think this play is rightly named? 
It has a fasciniition of its own, 
Like some sweet flower or shell, I know not why. 



s most beautiful. 



Yet I for one, by half, would rather see 

Luerezia, with a dagger in hei" eyes ; 

Or Semiramide upon her throne. 

How rich the show, how gay, magnificent! 

There was no end, — no end to all the blaze. 

The sjilendor, when the queea was here to see it. 

[ZVie Gbntlemeh leave the box ft^ degrees. Alancia f& 
The Sewmi Jails asUep. 
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1. {appi-oaching 'ElbA^Ok). 

Elena, have you then forgotten all ? 
And was it but a dream I had of you, 
The other mom in the Retire's walks ? 
Do you repent of what you said to me ? 
Am I no more to you than these, to-niglil ? 



No : -I have not forgot, Alancia ; 

I would I had. No, no, Alancia : 

I would not lose the memory of that hour, 

If I could gain my peace all back again. 

But I am weary of these doubts and fears, 

These everlasting reasonings with my heart. 



Why speakest thou of reason ? How is that ? 
I do not reason when I think of thee. 



I do not reason if I. love or not; 
But is it right lo play a daily cheat, 
And let my riglitful guardians believe 
I think no more of thee than half the men 
Who hold my fan a moment gracefully, 
And say their little nothings, and depart ? 
Is this the way to treat my honored nncle ? 
No : I must tell him all, e'en though we part. 
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Pray, wliat ims lie to do with it, Elena? 

Ah ! much inilced, my friend ; ah ! much indeed. 



Thou knowest what ia right, as well aa he ; 
The saints and angels keep thee company : 
Thou cati'st not even think of what is wrong. 



r resting kef head some lime vn Iter lumd) , 

I had Strange thoughts of thee the other night: 
'Twas but a moment. Oh ! I doubted thee ; 
I will not tell thee why it was, — 'tis gone. 



Never mind it now, I thought 
That thou wast not, perhaps, in earnest with me. 
I've heard that soulhern passion is a thing 
Tbnt comes, and goes as quickly as it came. 



Now cursed be fate tbat gave me being !iei 
I know thou seest only in my love 
The frothy foaming of hot Spanish blood, 
Like this Italian raving hei'e to-night ; 
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Thou dost not understand the Spaaisli soul, 
If thou dost think 'tis made to flash out fire 
At every touch, like yonder foreigner. 

Be thou not angiy now, Alancia; 

Why should I doubt, unless I loved thee so ? 

[He looks eartieslli/ at liet. 

I am a stranger, of a far-off land ; 

Our ways, our thoughls, are not like those of Spain. 

Thou ha^t a lovely friend iu Anita, 



Am I so poor of soul, then, in thine eyes, 
Tliat thou must speak to me of her, Elena ? 



Foi-give ; I did not mean to wound : but yet 
I know — I know she is thy mother's choice. 



Elena, she, compared with thee, is like 
The russet sunflower — standing all tlw iioui'S 
Amid the glare of day's enticing look, 
Befoi-e the gaze of every traveller — 
Beside the lovely rose that sits beneath 
Its modest covering of tender green, 
And waiteth to be sought, and bveatheth o'er 
Its happy finder purest fragrance sweet. 
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K {bli;.skint,). 

Thou art a poet, Manuel : 'tis the play 
Of thine own faados, throwing round me now 
The gi-aws which thon dost believe are mine. 
May'st thou not waken some day iVom thy di-eam, 
And see with uthcr eyes thy poor Iiigleaa ? 



EieitEi, would that I had now the power 
To speak in common, plainest phrase of speech ; 
Like some poor, dullard peasant, who at least 
Can say unto hia mistress that he loves, 
And eud it there, since haply she believes. 
The poet's tongue : ah ! I could tear it out. 
If I am talking with it pretty lies, — 
Yes, lovely lies, to cheat myself and thee. 



Nay, nay, dear friend, thou must not liing away 

Thy greatest glory in Elena's eyes ; 

She would not have tbee seem like other men. 

If thou doSt value not thy golden key, 

Unlocking all the secrets of the world, 

Then will Elena wear it on her heart. 

Till in some moment she may please thee more. 

And thou wilt take it back, and charm her slill. 



.1 plcasest me loo well, thou little o 
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I'll tell thee why I was so jealous, then : 
Thou sent'st some flowers to Anita, didst not ? 



■Dear heart, her mother begged the flowers of n 
One morning, as I met hor in the street, 
The little countess walking by her side : 
I could no less than say that they were here. 



R {smiling). 

Forgive me, if I question thee too hard ; 
This is a land, thou knowest, of jealousies : 
Did'st thou not pay her open compliment 
Before thou went'st away, and so give cause 
For all to couple thy own name with hers ? 



Elena, yes, thy words are true ; but then 
I never loved, or thought to marry, her. 



But was that well in thee, say, Manuel ? 
She has a heart no bigger than her lip. 
That is too large for one to trifle with. 
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Thou art an angel ; yes, thou art, Elena : 
But all the court espected it of me. 
Remember, I had not seen thee, Elena, 



And are the expectiitioiis of a court 
More to Alancia than the demands 
Of his own heart and o 



Thou art a goddess ! Until now, Elena, 

I knew not women had such thoughts as these. 

I had revulsions in my soul at limes, 
When I was sick of all the jealousies ; 
Tlie selfish plots of one against another ; 
The sharp provision 'moag the dowagers, 
To grasp the fairest portion for their clauglitftrs 
Who're duping them, meanwhile, at every step j 
But in your England, I did surely think 
They let the maidens marry whom they loved. 

];leanor (sighing). 
No : 'moug the rich and nohle 'tis the same. 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



LOVE TN SPAIN. 



They say it was not so of old in Spnin. 
Before we learned to apo the ways of France, 
We knew of sucli a tiling as truth, — as love ; 
They know it still in Andalusia. 
'Tis held a glory there to live and love. 
And fickleness is scorned of high and Jpw ; 
Their hearts are deep, as are their azure skies ; 
And, in the mellow twilight, lovers taJk 
In whispers through the airy lattice gates : 
Could we go there, how sweet 'twould be, Elena ! 



Manuel ! I cannot licar such dre! 



Tliere I could write, Elena ; ay, coidd write, 
With pen of charmed gold, that should I'ing out 
Such changes on my page, that men should pause 
And listen, even as they turn to hear 
The bell of the cathedral sounding deep. 



O Manuel, Manuel! I beliovo in thee: 

That tliuuglit shall coinfoi't me, if we most part. 



We will not part, we will not part; i^y, n 
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Alaiicia, dost thou not kiioAv Ibey wish 
To have lae wedded to another man ? 



Who is It ? Speak his name, for love of heaven. 

ELEANOR {IremUitui}. 
The Seiior Everard, my uncle's friend. 



All ! 'tis the man who ealled thee from ray side, 
With some express or feigned command, one nigh 
That summoned thee to Lady Iverton. 
That stiff-necked Englishman, who hath not got 
Enough of soul to see thy loveliness, — 
Pardon, — thy countryman, — I do forget ; 
I know not good or ill of him : perchance 
Thou canst speak better in his favor, say ? 
No, no : thou dost not love him, my Elena ? 



It will be harder, then, to ii 



Thou shall not raai-ry him, thou little 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



LOVE IN SPAIN. 



Art tliou my keeper, then, best Mamiel? 
Tliou art, indeed, the keeper of rny heart; 
My uacle waits for my obedience. 



He shiill not, — shall not! Go with me, sweei 
Unto Gibraltar's English priest, and there 
I'll be thy husband ; none shall step between. 



[t [staiting back). 
No, Manuel, never. If thou speakest si 
I must not ever, — ever see thee more. 



Forgive ; I'll never think the thought again. 
But must I calmly lose thee now, my henvei 
My sweet Elena ? God ! it shall not be. 



Be calm, be calm ; I'll see thee yet agaia. 

[Ha'e ba/im 0ie dosing scene of " La Favorita." The mnnks 
are heard ademnly choTiiing in the dislance, " La Favor- 
ita " cornea in, and falls before the cross. Elena and 
AlaboiJl iwn and foot. Tlie house is brealhkss with at- 



AJ.ANOIA. (whispenng). 
Ah! better see thee so, — given up to heaven,^ 
Than in the avms of some poor lord of earth, 
Who cannot love thee as I love, Elena. 
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I um not slmt away from out thy siglit. 

{They sit b^ind the emiain of the box. Hehdds Iter hand in 
his. They took again .- the dijing lover stot/gera in. 
And thou, — thou art not dead. Thou art not dead, — 
Thy Eleanor can hear thy brealhiag still. 
And feel thy hand ao warm, that holds her own ; 
Thy Eleanor is not all wretched yet. 

[AtiKcii sits pale and ^lent, holding tiijMly her lutnd. The 
iovers jaeet in the cimvent. 

'Tis sweet to doubt, and then believe, like this. 
^o, no: too late they meel, — too late they meet! 
But ah ! to die, my Manuel, on thy breast ; 
To die, e'en now, and end at ouce with thee 
This weariness, this sinking of my soul, — 
Thy spirit travelling with me on the way 
Unto the blessed land, where I could walk 
Through all the sacred hours with thee, my friend. 
And nooe molest ; the angela would but smile. 
To see us two so happy in their heaven. 

[The cartain fuUa. The senimi in the bos: ni-oiises from her 



i {springs np; seising her liand). 
Boat thou believe in me ? Is thy heart, mine 
Fur ever, whatsoe'er may be our fate ? 



Yes, I believe, — yes, 1 am thine till death. 

[He darts out. The Opera doses. 
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SCENE II. 
Midmijht. A street of Madrid. AhiotofSFt. 



Is it all ready ? What is the plai 



Fir^t, to make the queen sign tlie olil constitulioi:, at 
liilnight. 



You cannot force lier to do that. 



We mean to fetch out one of her lovers, and Lave s 
bullet ready to put through his head. That will brinj 
lier round, a3 it did Christina half-a-dozen years ago. 



Set on the populace in the morning, with the cry, 
" Viva la Conatitution ! " Draw up a line of dragoons 
opposite the Casa de Positas. 
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Not at firs! : they will lean on that old bear, Gar 
*ith his infiintry ; but we can get liira under. 



Are you so sure of that ? 



Comljustible old Figueras will go off like a roolset 



Secretaries of War cannot do mucli at tliiis late liour. 



A\'hat a passion tlie general ivili be i 



I'm not so sure General Figueras hasn't been doing 
something more tiian getting into a passion. 



I suppose he w cnlaj'ging the army all he vau ; but, if 
we succeed at this crisis, we shall gain a prestige to 
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start with, that will soon demoralize the Government 
forces. 



[The// nU st^orale. 



ALA50IA (ijMS ouxty, lolJchuj to Umself). 
I do not like the way matters are going. 



SCENE III. 
English Embussi/. Sm nKuiiY in ftis ctffia. A hiodc id Ike i 



Come in. 

[F.nter EleasOu, pale and Ituiet. 



My micle, I would ?peak to you, 
If I do not intrude ujion your time. 



Ko, no ; sit down, I'm always glad to see you. 

[She goes up to his tabk, and stands theie. 

Some weeks ago, you spoke of Everard; 

I only said to you, sip, at t!ie time. 

My teart could never yield to your request; 

I had not given it thea to any man, 

But, sir, since then, — I deem it right to tell you, — 
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1 deem it right to keep no truth from you,- 
The duke, Don Manuel de Alancia, 
Has won my heart aniillerably, sir. 
I love Don Manuel de Alancia, 

[i 
And I have told him so ; but that you, sir, 
Will never look with favor on his suit. 



I in this matter, 
■ my wishes. 



Wt-il, well, you have done very right ; I'm 
That you ai-e not deceiving me, my cliild. 



'Tis true, indeed, I listened to liis love. 
And have indulged ia veiy dangerous di 
But I did never lead him on to think 
That they could end in a reality. 



Eleanor, I can never sanction it, — 

Tour marriage wilh this Spanisli gentlemac. 
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I have no wish to wound your feelings, — 
But 1 iu conscience cannot give consent ; 
I have no fuith in him, nor in bis race, — 
No faith in this young ai'ifitocraiiy. 



I linow be ia a favorite of tlie queen ; 
I know lie dabbles all the day in veree, 
And compliments the giddy women here. 

You're mad, beside youi-self ! Good God ! 
If you so lightly give your confidence, 
If you will throw away your happiness, 
My ai-m must stay you at the outset, then. 



J hear you, sir, and only ask that 1 
May not. be urged to marry Evei-ard. 

Forgive me, uncle, this is all I ask : 
It may seem murh to you, but not to me. 
Who am renouncing, at your will, the best, 
The holiest, thing that life has offered me. 

SIR HI!«ET {cBVghing a llltte). 
1 did not thiuk you were undutiful ; 
But that you should delude yourself, — 'tis Strang* 
What's in this young sprig of nobility ? 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



106 LOVE IN SPAIN. 



E {Jiuskmg). 
Df ar nude, nunie liim not ; it is enough : 
You do not hold Alaacia in i-espcet : 
And we — must pai'tj -— you say. 

But Everard ? 



And then) you spurn a manly heart as e'e 
"Was offered to a girl, for this poor duke. 



K {her eyes Jiashinij). 
Uncle, insult not, piaj', the man I love. 



Be it so, then ; but yiiu must di-ive away 

Your passion for this Spaniard, and, meanwhile, 

I'll speak no more to you of Evei-ai-d, 

[Eleanor mmies tmoard the di 
Stay: 1 will write, and tell him of my wish. 



Sir, by your leare, I'll speak to him myself, 
And tell him that you say we meet no more ; 
And — bid farewell to him, if you'll permit. 



Whichever way you please : I sliall rely 
Upon your truth. Appoint an hour to meet 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



LOVE IN SPAIN 

Here iu my house, and let the time be brief; 
And, after this, I must request thsit you 
Exchange no fQi'ther wot'ds with him. Gooil 



SCENE IV. 

In Sib Heney's dnoDing-room a dag after, Eveninff. BuiisoE 
ohm. The aiindcne is ojjcn. She watdms a (hi-k figure ap- 
proochivg, wrapt in a cloak, mlth a sombrero. Alanoia enters 
the (Souse, ascends to the parlor ; enters, seines Iier liavd, hisses it, 
and takes a stool at her feet. . 



Tremble not so ; 'tis I, my sweet Eieiia, — 
Thy true Alancia, Look not so pale : 
Wilt thou no longer blush with joy to meet 
Thy lover? he is but too glad, too gjij I 



My Manuel, we must part, this very night ; 
And we have but a few short minutes now. 
Next week I go unto thy " sunny South," 
Perehauce to cotne here never, never more. 



[springing up fiacdn). 
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They iLink to separate us easily ; 

Ha ! Andalusia is not tlieira alone. 

We'll go to-night, — speak, love; speals, ray Elena,- 

And they can follow later, wiien tbey plesise. 

There is no time to lose ; quick, qnick, Elena. 



Alancia, waste no vain words on me, 

But comfort thou my heart before I go ; 

And only tell me that thou lovest me, — 

That thou wilt keep me in thy memory 

A liftle when I'm gone : wilt thou, vay friend ? 



1 {coaaiiig her hand with kisses). 
The Vii-gin leave me in the direst liour, 
If I do cease to think of thee, my all I 



I shall remember tliee, when I am there 

Alone, among the fair and glorious spots 

Which thou hast told me of; and I shall say 

'Twas hei'e he sat, or there he roved along 

The rivei'-side, or dreamed among those towers, — 

And fancy thou art with me, if I can. 

Ah, no ! thou'U not be thi're, thou'lt not be there. 

[ W!lh irateip i 

We will not say farewell for ever ; speak. 
Thou wilt not give up thy Elena yet? 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



LOVE IN SPAIN. 



Give thee up, angel ? I will breathless stand 
Through al! my life, and never cease to liope 
Some far-off hour may bring thee back to me, 
So long as thou art not another's love. 



Thaclts, Manuel: he said that he would wait; 
My uncle will not ask me yet to wed. 
A little time, my love, I still shall have, 
A little time to keep thee in my heart, 
Ere 'twill be wrong to think thy very came. 

[She hears her ande's impatient step. 
Manuel, he comes ! Farewell, farewell. 

\He springs toiBards her. She throws herself upon his breast. 



Promise that thou wilt keep thyself for me, 
Till heaven may be more kind to us again. 

[He kisses her passionaldy, 

Thoa ahalt be mine, thou shaJt be mine, Elena '. 
I'll follow thee ; no one shall dare forbid. 



I cannot speak to thee, Alancia. 



But I can see thee, — see thee, little one. 
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I (hearing footsteps) , 
Haste, haste ; he thiults that thou hast gor 
He'll summon mo. Farewell, Alaiicia. 



Adioa, my Elena : God preserve thee. 
Remember, we shall meet, — shall meet again. 

[He tears himsdf-away. Elbakob goes to her apart: 



In the house of the Duchess Op Alancia. DoSa Maria and 
the duke. The duke is walking up and down his apartment at 
night. The moon shines into his room. His mother enters softly. 



Ah Manuel ! thy poor mother eatinot sleep 
While thou art paeing all the weary night. 

\Slie takes his hand. They sit down by the windoie. 

Son of my soul, may I not stay with thee ? 

[ Tears come irdo hie eyes, mhich he brushes quickly auiay. 



All things go wrong with me, I think, my mother. 



Dost thou so love the English girl, my son ? 
I know she must be beautiful and good, 
Else would no brave and manly heart like thit 
Lose all its joy and lightsomeness for her. 
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ALA^OIA {ktssirtg Tier hand). 

Thanks, tlianka, sweet mothev: now thou speakest well, 
Thou givest me a little happiness. 



And can it be she does not love thee, son, — 
My handsome, gallant Manuel, who art 
Tho vei-y picture of thy father now? 
If thou dost woo as well as he did me, 
How can she turn a cold cheek to thee, son ? 



Mother, she loves me, — like an angel, too. 
Then wherefore this despondency, ray son ? 



Her uncle has forbidden us to meet : 
I fear that she must wed another man. 



Ah ! then I have no heart Ut chide thee, son. 

I did reproach thee harshly at the first ; 

I thought it was the passion of a boy ; 

But now ni weep with thee. Thy mother's tears 

Are all tliine own : naught hstth she now to do. 

But to bo sad and grieving for thy sake. 
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Dost thou remember, son, how many days 
We've idly sat, and laughed away the hours, 
When I was mother, sister, comrade, too, 
And oft drew smiles at my lost dignity ? 
Thy father, clouded with the smoke of wars, 
Would gaze with eyes of pleasure on us both, 
And rest his wearied looks upon our sport ; 
And call us to his knee, lais two delights, — 
His Maria and his brave Manuel ; 
And when Our Lady took tim, Maimel, 

[She 5iA 
We two grew old togefher then ; but ah ! 
Thy mother fastest, for a sudden pang 
Went through her soul, thou could'st not liaplj know. 
But now thou art her all, and she will do 
Whate'er thou'it ask, to make thee smile again. 

Cheer up thy soul ; I'll go with thee, my son, 
To all the lovely lands that thou canst name. 
We'll sit together 'neath the whispeiing trees. 
Or by the ruins thou dost love so much. 
And thou shalt have thy paper and thy pen ; 
Hor will I frown, but joy to see thee wrfte. 



Mother, no more, I pray, of foreign lands ; 
I'm sick of them, of all their petty sights 
And flat varieties. Ambition, too, 
I hate it ; I will go and dig the earth. 
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And eat and sleep, before 111 touch again 
A mawkish pen ; descanting, in sweet words. 
Of things which other happy men posaoss, 
While I am paling o'er a sheet of paper. 



But is thy mother nothing, then, to thee ? 
Because that thou haat loved another more, 
Hast thou no single thought for her, my son 



Dear mother, pai-don, pardon : I am hard 
And evil in my heart; rebellion cold 
Is working in my breast, and freezing all 
The good in me to selfish, dark defiance. 
If God would give me but the joy I ask, 
My heart would never have less room for thee 
Because Elena lived in it besides. 



Ah ! well, I'll not be jealous, child ; no, no ; 

But go thou to thy bed, and rest awhile. 
Forget not now the Virgin's love and pity ; 
Pray, in her name, for peace and consolation. 
Promise, my son, thou wilt not tear thy soul ; 
Best thee on Jesus' breast; all may be well. 

[She mooes out. He spiings up, foUows her, and embraces her 
fondly, ndiher speakinij. She goes oat, and he retires. 
10* 
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SCENE VI. 
Ty>o Spaniaeds in a Ivady street, at niyht. 



The thing is ripe for bursting. God be with u 



Not ripe ; but it may burst at any hour. 
We cMmiot hold together long, I think. 



O for an hour of Espartero, Parco ! 
Why does he stay there oa that litUe farm ? 
Was he not bound in honor to be silent ? 
Yes, to Narvaez : but the limes have changed. 
He was an houest patriot, and a brave. 
Yes, I believe him iacorruptible. 
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Some think he was too dainty witli the Carlista- 
It was the only prudent course to take. 



And if Christina had not marred his plar 
We should be free enough, this hour, iu ) 



A little of hia prudence now in us 

Would give me gi'eater hope that we should wia. 

What's that ? 

[Hes 



Tou are not growing nervous, Parco? 

[A matchman is heard. 



Ave Maria ! Pu ris sim; 

A las once han da - - - do - - - y si 



Tes, I confess, at every sound I hear, 
I think the populace is lisiug up : 
If we were only well prepared for it ! 



Well, we must trust in Gud, aud do our best. 
Yonder ser^no says that all is well ; 
We'll take his word for it, and go to rest. 
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SCENE vn. 



Calk Mayor. Madrid, A bodj/ of soldiers advaneing, ixtvalrt/ he- 
hind thent, tlie popuktce crying ^' Viva la CimstiUttiim.'* Gak- 
CIA, head of the riM/al forces, in geaertd's umfiirm, moioited <m his 
lun-se, dashes atfiiU gailop in among the crowd, with a dravm sword 
in his hand, followed by two o^ffieers only tmd a few dragoons. A 
panic spreads ataoiig the crowd; the soldiers waver; ballets are 
flying in eoery direction. Gahcia spurs his horse in and oat of 
the crowd, crying "Long live the Qaeen." The rabble retires by 
the Alalia. A baUet grazes his hat. He rides doom the men, and 
demands of the cavalry officer his surrender. The officer yields up 
his sword. The revoUitionistB are defeated. 



S C E N R VIII. 
In a Caf£ 



So the liberals are done np. 



The tiling iva^^n't ripe ; Ihey suspected treason, and 
had to precipitate matters. 



That old devil, Garcia, did the work handsomely. 
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It was mere force of will tliat accomplish oil it. 
He had no power actually, but he made the 
think he had. 



There's tlie tiling ; there lie proves that he is a great 
'eiiei'al : it took no little courage to do what he did. 



Tut! here comes a lot of them. 

[A pm'ty of Gooeenmsii soldiers aitt 
a bowl of ckocotale, siiiying, — 



Pro ■ gro - si! 
There jou m 



S C E K E IX. 



rcjA padng up and doirn the room, holding a 
leiler in his hand. 



Why did I over mix my hand in this, — 
This muddy sea of Spanish politics, 
To be so cursed with such an offer now? 
Ah ! I was sick of being a poet : yes. 
Yes, that was it. She loved me for it, thoi 
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And that was sweet, 'Tie sweet iadeed ; but yet 
I only sang into the ears of men, 
And they were pleased awhile, aud turned away. 
The old niim sneered ; I longed to act, — lo act, 
And clo some deeds which e'en an Englishman 
Could see with eyes of flesh, and comprehend. 

[He muses a. 
Gtod knows the fate of my compatriots ! 
But me they think to buy with liberty; 
To let me off if I will serve their ends,— 
These miserable agents of the crown. 

Why did I ever bow and dance among 
The kdies of the court, until my queen 
looked on and smiled, and called mo to her side, 
But to insult me deeply in the end? 
It was not she : those loyal statesmen there, 
Have told her she can flatter me to do 
A traitor act, in payment for her smiles ; 
They think to recommend their policy. 
And make it decent in the people's eyes, 
By my dead father's honorable name, 
Who never drew his sword for tyranny. 
And scoms me from the skies, if I do yield 
Unto the cowai-d thought of stepping so 
Upon the Spanish people's liberty, — 
My note will show them I am not so base. 
I'm lost ! I'm lost ! save in the eyes of heaven. 
For I lose lier. The cause by which I hoped 
To gain a new respect in my own eyes, 
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And earn her fairly by the strike for fi-eecloiii, 
Ilaa ruined me, — it drives me from her face. 

Yes, I must go ; T could not be their tool, 

Ey'ti though it set me in the chair of gods. 

I know they will inflame the kindly queen, 

And drive me on to instant banishment. — 

Thou art not ruined ; no, Alancia : 

Dost thou not carry thy soul firm and true ? 

And in that other land to which we tend. 

Beyond the feverish turmoil of this earth, 

She'll smile and say, " I knew thou wast not base," 

[A sa-vant enters i«M a «ote, and reUres. 

What ! is't SO soon ? I had not thought they dared 
To hunt mc from my home so quick. 

[fle opens and rexuh. 
Tu the most excellent Seiior Don Manuel, Did:e of ALancia, 
You are hereby commanded to quit Spfun in tlie space of 
one hour, in obedience to the order of Hei- August Majesty, tlie 
Queen Isabella H. 

Good God, the fawning honnds are on mo, then ! 

My note was courteous, hut ah ! it cut 

Their sorest spots ; and now they chase me down. 

But I am right: I have the right, — the right. 
Farewell, Elena, I must go from thee. 
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Dear one, if I believed thou wouWst not grieve, 
'Twould l>e a little drop of peace to me. 
God ! I'll not weep. I will be firm, and go. 



[E^it 



SCENE X. 

The next dm/. English Embassy. EleabOh is sitting alone at 
home, maicMng intently the passers-by in the sirens. She at length 
(urns, and sighs heavily. A mailing I'a heard at the door. A 
Lady, dreasel in hhtclc, nrilh a numlilla drawn close ahoui her 
face, enters quickly. 



A thousand pardons for this liberty. 
It is, I think, the Senorita Maaton. 



It is, seiiora; seat joui-self, I pray. 

[She Ihmws up 

senorita ! tell me, — tell me quick, 
Whei-e is my son? where is the duke, my son? 
Before you is his mother: yes, you see 
Dona Maria de Alancia ; 

If you know where he is, I pray you tell. 

1 come not now to sue or to reproacli ; 
A mother only seeks her missing son. 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



LOVE IN SPAIN. 



Seiiora, I know not ; ia he not horo ? 

I saw him three nights since, and he was well. 

hoSa MiEii (scanning *«■). 
You speak the trutli ; I see it ia your fa«e. 

[ Wringinff her hands. 

Tou cannot bolp a widowed mother, then. 

They say that he is gone away from Spain : 

But I will not beheve such idle tales, — 

'i hat he was seen on hoi-seback, riding through 

The oity gates that lead unto Gi'anada ; 

And that his passports certify he goes 

To Malaga, and sails for Italy. 

Italy ! 'tis far, 'tis far away. 

[Elbahor looks at her beioild^ed, and ihenfidh speechless to the 
jkor. 
Ah, niSa mia ! did'st thou love him so ? 

[S/ie stoops to lift her t^, mid ballifs her temple with leaierfrom 
the table. 
Then 'twas not thou who sent htm fi-om his home? 
Bash boy, to give himself up to despair, 
"When this sweet creature lives, and loves him so ! 
How wilful, how pervei-se he is ! how strange, 
To throw op madly every chance of hope ! 

(Eleanoh, meanwhile, opens her ei/es, 

1 was most jealous of thee until now : 

I kept the passion down, but oh ! how burned 
11 
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My hatred unto Ihee, when fii-at I ihoiight 
He'd taken leare of thee, and me forgot : 
But now thoH art in grief as well aa me, 
And more, — I know of something else heside 
A mother's love, for I have heen a wife. 

[EtBASOK seises her hand, kisses it, while the lears r 
Ah ! wheresoe'er he 18, ungrateful son, 
I've found a daugliter now, in losing him. 



E {sta,ii>,!,). 
You have not lost him. ; think not ao, 



'Tia a fav country, there, hejond the sea: 
Yes, let him leave his widowed mother, then, 

[Her eyesjlasli. 

We two will shake him off onr injured hearts. 

[She strikes her breast. Ei.easob looks up frightened. 
No, no: my Manuel, what evil eye 
Hath cast its falsest glances over thee ? 

\She bursts into lews, otid crosses Iterself. 

He's gone, he's gone : could'st thou not keep him, lady ? 
Long since his mother gave up all her power, 
Bnt thou, — ■ could'st thou not hold him hy thy side, 
In grief as well as joy, suspense as hope? 

[Elbanor I'lf^s at her beseechingly. 
Pai'don me, little ditughter, — 

[She einbi'oces her. 
Ah! 'tis strange, — 
Most sU-ange. 
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But he was i 
My Manuel was strange, liut ne 



ver faithless yet: 
;i; false. 



Yes, thou ai-t right, he's true in lieart : but then 
Perchance, it is a wayward freak ; perchance 
He will come back and make us happy yet. 



B [looking Jixedly at her), 
1 know not now the end of this, senora ; 
But, if I was the cause of pain to you, 
Believe it has not been without the cost 
To me of all my peace and happiness, — 
No single heart to share my confidence. 



Thou hast this heart, — Dona Maria's heart : 
Yes, thou hast gained me quite, thou young Ingles 
I do not wonder tliat he wept for thee. 



I thank yoi 



[sliefaUs on DoSa Maiiia'9 

God reward your heart, sen 



DOHA MAEIA [she rUes at length, and walks up and doion 

Wliat offering shall I make unto the Church 
Of San Francisco, — to his patron saint ? 
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I make a vow, — Til wear no gown but tliis, 
Nor visit any earthly place, except 
The altar of the bleased Virgin there, 
Until J see. my son, alive ov dead. 



Seiiora, whei'e is Don Fermin Morales ? 
Maybe he'll have some hrighter news to (ell. 

I'll go and see what more they say of him. 
Adios, daughter ; may the saints protect thee I 

[She embvaces her, vJeepmg, and kuiTtes oiU. 



,e. She an-en her faee toltk her hands, and the tears 
trickle iJirough). 

Can it be possible he gives me up ? 

'Tis true we cannot speak; but why, — but why 

In such a haste to take himself away ? 

He who was begging me to leave my home, — 

Conld he not wait a little while for me ? 

Must run into another land, and leave 

Me here to breast uiy troubles all alone ? 

{S/m sobs com-uhiv<-lt,. 

I am alone, — alone. Ah ! she is kind. 

But elio has not a word to say for him : 

She thinks that he — I saw it in her face — 

Is wearied, vexed, with his unlucky love. 

She blames him, too ; but I, — I should not blame : 
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He'3 wearied with it fill, is lie? Good God ! 
There is no more of him, if that is true ; 
There is no Manuel de Alancia 
Like him, I knew ; nor ever waa there one : 
He is nowliere on earth, nor in the lieavens. 

[Slie vieeps aload, then rises and hurries lowards the don:: She 
stiq}S. PiiUs a little cord on her ii^k. 
This cvoss ia cold as ice upon my breast : 
It feels as though his hand were resting there, — 
So sti-ange and chill ; but they were warm, I think, — 
His fingers, — when he placed it on my neck. 
Why should I keep it row ? 

[Skelah-slt<,lf: 

But no, I cannot; 
I'll ivefir it for Christ's sake, if not for his. 

{She puts it oti again, and goes to hei- room. 
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Some vKeJcs have passed. On the road to SevUla, bejbre dai/break. 
T!iE driver of Ote diligence is singing, — 



Andal Andal flie moonlains are clear; 
AnSa, 1 Aiida I the morning is sweet : 
The cIcmiiE are aSl bright'ning, the swift sun is near, 

O mule of my soul, be light with thy feet 1 
My girl will come out to meet us witli the day ; 
Up, up, Coronel, up, up, and away. 
A talk we will keep. 
While the passengers sleep : 
Thou only canst tell 
What we say, Coronel. 

[A head appears at tite diligence window intcrraplhig Mm. 

Ho, mayoral ! when shall v/c reach Sovjlla ? 
A half-R-dozen league 
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You promlHed we should be there at tlie dawn. 



■^7: ^y< seiiora ; but the roads are bad : 

The poor beasts cannot go a league a minute. 

[To the boi/ gooding the 
S - - St ! Jose, hoy ; you've broken sticl^s enough. 



Ea, ea ! I've used up all the hrnsh there is, 
On Pardo's lenderest side ; I'll give it up. 
Go oa, senor, and God be with you. Ha! 

[fioj turns backward. 



These foreign folk are always in a huny ; 

San Pedro! but what business have their worships 

To be awake at cock-crowing ? La-la-Ia - - - 

That little seiiorita speaks as sweet 
A^ any Espaiiola in the world. 
The old one, — foh! when she came off her seat 
So gi'and, one day, and tumbled in my arms, 
It took the stiff'ning out of her a bit. 
Fa-k-la, - - - fa-la-la-la. 

juANi linskU). 
Senora, be will rouse the seiiorita. 
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L (he appears at the diligeitce windoin with Ms bread raid or 
angss. He offers them to 'LiDY IvertOn]. 

Senora, will joii iiave some of my breakfast ? 



{As,de.) 

Wiiat impertinence, — tlie peasant ! 

i!!,EA!JOK {leaning forward). 
e with you : thank you, mayoral. 



Ah, senorita ! yon are then awake ; 
I fear it is not good enough for yon, 

[He hands her Ihe oranges, and a long roll of white bread, 
takes some. 
That Madrilena there will sleep till noon. 

[ritriii'ii, towards Jv 

Tour pardon, homhre, I was not asltep : 

I marvel who couH rest with all your claiter. 

And I'm no Madrilena either, fjiank you. 



Where may it be you come from, iheu, my dai'ghfer ? 
Eijlremadui-a, may it please your worship. 
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AVi ha ! they broiiglit jou up o 



I lived as well as jou do, any day, — 

Who buy your yard of bread when you ai-e hungry, 

And poke it dowQ your throat with ends of garlic. 



Sofij soft ! I'm sorry that I spoiled htr uap. 

[He (pes up on Ids lor, singii 
I want no nap, tiap, nap, 
Wlien the sun goes tap, tup, lap. 
On my winiiow pane. 
Away o'er the plain, 
Away with the merry muleleer. 
Jingle softly, jingle sweet. 
Jingle little bells complete, 
Down my buskins to my feet. 

ELEANOE [droppiiu/ the oi-anges and bread in her lap). 

The morning that I Jonged so for is come. 
And now the night seems sweeter. I must look, 
When we come near Seviila ; for he said 
She glistened like a jewel 'mong her groves. 

[Slie sighs, and looks ni liei- u-iU- 

How swift the light is coming in the east. 

[TAe others fall asleep offoin. She louh's ', 
Oh, what a lonely Moorish tower that is ! 
Tbese sights of old were never gloomy to me. 

[She doses her ej/es and sili sil' 
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SCENE II. 



iNOE is skiing by a loindoiB, oveihoking c 

leaning Iter head upon hei' hand. 



Poor seiiorila, you are weary atill ! 

The diligence is rumbling in your liead, 

I do believe. Caramba ! How I longed 

To start the mules off in a lively trot ! 

The night we found ourselves so fast in mnd, 

You langbed : it was Ihe fli-st time on the way ; 

The fat Valencian prayed, though, io the corner ; 

While I, betwixt you, atarted for the door. 

My soul ! Who wants to he ground up beneath 

A dozen trunks, and mayoral on top ? 



Juana, I've had time enough to rest. 

[She rouses up as Jtiana looks at her. 
How soft and fragrant is the air, Juana! 
I would not stir, but sit here all the day ; 
'Tis gentler than Granada, is it not? 



Ay, seSorita ; precious little good 

Tlie air is doing you. No, no : you had 

More roses once upon your cheek than no 
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They used to start and brighten op of old, 
When you came in so lovely from jour walks. 
But now you novev change, — 'tis all the same ; 
Or, if you smile, it seems to come so hard, 
I wouid as lief see tears : ah, madre mia 1 

[She hims a tune, 
Vamos! my little seSorila; vamoa! 
I'll bring yoiir fan to you, and your mantilla ; 
You will be gayer for a moi-ning walk ; 
The streets, — Ihey are ao gay ! Hark ! now I hear 
The guitars all a-tinkling round the comers ; 
Hola! Upon my faith, 'tis the Bolero 
They're dancing now ! Look, seiiorita, look ! 

[She runs nearer the tmndow. An <M woman and a younfi 

Ha! ha! that neat muchacho might have got 
A girl a trifle younger, I do think. 

{She sMkfs with io-uijliln: 

Ha ! ha 1 She turns her tees out very well ; 
They must be old and stiff; if twenty yeare 
Were taken off of her, I'd say it was 
As fair a piece of dancing as I'd wish. 

[5fc sings while she uiaiches Iheia. 

Ay, ay ! I confesa, good padre, 
Though I love sweet Cristo's niaclre, 
And the rowa of saints so blessed, — 
Padre, thou hast rightly guessed. 
I do love to trip i(, skip it, 
With a handsome Andaluz ; 
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If he looketh young and well, 
I forget the chapel bell ; 
If he looks from out one eye, 
On to prayers, — let him go by ! 
Ay, ay, ay. 

Ah, madre mial I'd not grjeve me much 
If I should never see Madiid again. 



H (Mdng up). 
What's that you said of Madrid, then, Juaua ? 

[JuANi does not Iiear, but stilt ivaidies Ihe dnncers. 

ELILAKOE {musi^}. 

No : I regret not that I told him so. 
Can I deny the truth of what she says ? 
What do I gain in payment for the grief 
And disappointment I infiict on him, 
My good old uncle ? He is sad, she says, 
And weighed with care and tvouhle. Is it so ? 
What is there left for me ? What joy have I 
That I should treasure up my heart, and hold 
So dear my precious self? What wait I fov ? 

[She l/uii/cs atvhi/e. 

I'll marry him ; he's betn most kind of late : 
'Twill give some pleasure unto tiiose I love, 
To whom I am indebted much; and I, — 
I think I shall have no more now to suffer , 
They're gone together, — both my grief and joy ; 
What mattei-3 it whose name I'm called by now? 
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But ah ! to be a wife, a new-made wifo, 
With nothing of the pride that dignifies 
The strange unwonted part ; no lovely joy 
To drive away all anxious perturbalioQ ! 

Three months it is since first we left Madrid, — 

Since he, Alancia, passed the city gates. 

Did he, perchance, remorsefully look back. 

As through his soul the thought of me might flash? 

Or did he drown his vexing memories 

Amid the clatter of his horse's step, 

Till, reaching once the shores of Italy, 

Amid the glowing charmers all around. 

My image would no more disturb his peace? 

[She springs up. 
No, no : away ! I thought Td done with this. 

'Tis lovely here, Juana; thou art right; 

ni go and walk with thee. Be ready, — quick ! 

[Exema Ei.K^NOE and J"u*t!A. 



S C E N K Til. 
A week later. Sir IIeney an» Ladt Ivf 



You say slie came to you a week ago. 
Consenting to it of her own accord. 
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Tes, yes. You do not think she takes t!ie thing 
So hard of late ? 



"Why, no : you see she does not. 
You said, yourself, you had not urged the matter ; 
She's given Alsmcia up ; she seems, in fact, 
Chagrined about this silly freak of love. 



So, then, you think she's thrown the matter off, 
And grows more like herself since we came here. 



Of courae I do. She treats poor Everard 
With much less hrusquerie, I mark, of late ; 
And she is tar more gracious to us all. 
Believe mo, 'twill come out well in the end. 
You fixed on this next Friday, did you not. 
To ha,ve the wedding ? There's no time to lose. 
Dear me; I must arrange about the cards. 



You say they're gone to the cathedral. 
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I do not like to havp, her hover round 
These gloomy places : no, it does not suit me. 
If she's in spirits, why does she not dress, 
And go along the pleasant river banks, 
And see the people moving on the walks. 



La, Iverton, you talk so like a man ! 
'Tis not the fashion to go there so early. 



The devil take the fashion. I suppose 
The sun's no more in vogue than in Madrid, 
"Where they roll out so lazily at night. 
And trundle in their sleepy carriages. 



Never you fear ; she always Lad a taste 

For groping round in lonely spots, you know : 

She went to all the churches in Madrid, 



Weil, well ; perhaps you're right ; I think 'tis S' 
But yet, — I never called her melancholy. 



No ; 'tis her way : you cannot change her nature. 
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Heig!i-ho ! 'tis Lard to suit these girls at best, 
Sueh different stuff you women ai'e from us. 



■Well, well i her pride is mortified, of course ; 
She will not throw off her chagrin at once. 

BIB HENRY (masing). 
At all events, Tm doing what is best: 
In two months she may thank me for my pains. 



We fake the boat to-morrow for Gibraltar? 



Yes, yes ; I gave you all directions once. 



The consul and the English bishop thei-e, 
You've not forgotten them ? About the cards — 



Po what you please : consult with Eleanor. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 
R and Jij'AKX inalking in the streets of Semlle. 
I (toherseJf). 



There is a song, — 'tis running in my mind : 
" Adieu, thou ivert most fond and ftlse. 
, . . Why should I waste my very soul on t 

Doth fondness ever go witli fickleness ? 



avxird l]ie catlifdral. 



"What, seriorifa! will you go to cliurch? 
You're good enougli : you have no need to pray ; 
A livelier place to-day will suit you better. 



My poor Juana ! I do wisli thou had'st 
A gayer mistress. But we'll see the shops 
When we come back; and I will buy for thee 
A pair of pretty gilded pins, like those 
The Andaliizas wear within their veils. 



Mil gracias, Senorita Eleanor ! 

\Thsi enter the calliedral. An old waman Adds o-ut her hand at 
the door. 

Seiiora, pity, for the love of God ! 
12* 
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JuANA {pushing her off). 
Sileace thee, womao ; let the lady he I 

ELBANOR {hands her Htrmei/ i she goes off Messing h/^). 
Ttio love of God 1 ah, that I would not lose ! 
The earth is eruel ; heaven may be more kind. 

{She a/aUcs up the aisle. The oi-gan is reverbei-ating load and 
full. She sits down on a stone step. 

Ah, how divine it is ! It stills my heart. 

[She. sits listening. 

I am not thinking of my sins enougb, 
It may he. Yes, perhaps I've loved too well. 
No, no, my Master, I forgot thee never ; 
In tby name prayed I, every step I went, 
To be delivered from temptation. Hark ] 
How roll the trembling sounds majestical ! 
What is this grief of mine ? It sinks away 
Before tbis great Infinity of love, 
Around us pressing, calm, intense, and full, 
But answeiing ever unto mortals seeking. 

[She sils silent aiahik, oiid then rises up. 

I have a longing once again to see 
The old monk of Eibera hanging there 
"Within that little, solemn, lonely chapel: 
FU try to find the spot. 

[She looks into ife side chapels as slie passes. 

Ah, what a world of beautiful retreats I 
Within this mighty space I'll lose myself, 
Nor e'er be found again, perclianee. 
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'Tis strange ; 
I cast a glance upon the saint one day, 
Alone there in the dim and mellow light, 
Nor thought of hira again ; till now he comes, 
So calm, distinct, so loftily before me, 
I must go further, till I see his face. 

[She passes here and there a soUlari/ keener. 
If I could stay for ever here, nor go 
Again into the aick'ning, lightsome afreets. 

[She finds the cliapd at Imgth, aiid goes in. She stands gating 
at ike pietare. 

He too has sufFerecl, and mayhe with love 
Aa well as martyrdom for holy faith ; 
And yet there's joy upon his lifted brow : 
I am not good enough to rise beyond 
The pains of earth. 

[The tears rim sloidy doina her cheek. She turns to go out. A 
dark, miiffled Jigare passes bg the chapel, uiithow looUng up. 
She trembUe, ond leasts against a piUar inside ; tJien di-atus 
a long breath. 
My foolish heart! but 'twas so like his step : 

[The ^figure turns, passes again, and casta a hasly glance, and 

He wore his cloafe just so aboat his iaee. 

[The Jigare turns again, passes, and scans her inteatli/. She 
trembles. 
How can another Spaniard look like him ! 

[He coiMS back again, looks Jixedlg, vociSates, turns, looks again, 
Iheti throws down Ata chah, and springs foriBard. 
Elena, is it thou ? Speak, — speak to rae ! 
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Alaiieia, Alancia ! 

[8ke holds her hand to her heart, totters, and folk 



i. (he stoops to raise her). 
Elena, look ! it is tby Manuel. 



1. (opmmg her ei/es at length confusedli/). 
My Manuel, — he went away long since; 
Forgive me, uncle ; I was dreaming, then, 
Tliat he came back ; but 'tis all ovev now. 



Elena, 'tis thy lover : see, 'tis he ! 

ELEANOR {slorts Up, ond looks at him). 
Alancia, how dar'st thou meet me now ? 



t (dratdngahni/breiah). 
Ah ! thea 'tis not thy spirit that I see ? 

BLGANOE (drawing awag). 
Wliat matters it to thee if it be I 
Or not, Alancia ? 



I know, — I know 

\_She diisengages h&-self. 

Thou dost belong unto another now, — 

Thou bear'st his name, — no more my own Elena : 
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But I have Bworo fo see thee once aga 
Whatever husband dare to step betwet 



What mean you by these woi'ds, Alancia? 



I meau I loved you, lady, ere he claimed 
You for his wife. If jou so aooii forget 
What 'tjs I mean, yet have not I, indeed. 



Pardon ; I am not wedded to him yet. 

Not his ! not his ! Speak, for the love of heaven I 

Why should you care to know, Don Mauuel ? 

ALANOiA [with broJcen mice). 
Elena, time has worked most fast with thee ! 
Elena, art thou free, and yet so changed? 



Answer toe hy your sacred faith, my friend ! 

Why did you leave me so, Don Manuel? 

You knew my grief: why did you leave me so. 

Without a parting word, alone, amid 

The fears with which my heart was almost breaking ? 
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Did'st thou not see the note I sent to thee ? 



No, not a word, — a 



Did'st thou not know that I t 



No, no ; I ttouglit that thou wast tired of n 



Did'st thoii not see my answer from thy aunt ? 



Ko, never. Cruel woman ; yes, 'twas she ! 
And did'st thou write unto thy Eleanor, 
And go away viith her cold, wicked words? 



I prftyed thee not to wed this Everard ; 
I tnid thee I would yet come back to thee. 
Love, I was fleeing for my liberty. 

She said Ihou wast betrothed U> this man ; 
That 'twas thy wish to hear no more from me. 
I had no time to lose : I dashed away, — 
No hope, except in thy heart's constancy. 
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KI.EA!fOR {a Imr rolls down her chefk). 

Ah ! how could alie be so unkind, unkind ! 

[She tries to m. 



Let us go out into the open air. 

[He kdps Aer out of the eathedral. Jtjana spies them, avd rui 
ofler them. He sends her to the street for a carriaffe ; 
arrives. He turns to Jttaba, haiida ker moaet/, whidi si 

Go thou upon thj way, my good Juana ; 
Say not a word of me — 



Bien, 

IHespriags in a/ler Eibanob, and they dries to the Buen 
JMro, sAich is quite deserted. 

ELEANOB {sinking back exhausted). 
If I had known that thou wast tme, my heart 
Had been most light through all the darkest hours. 
What was the fear of other men to this ? 
This deadly sinking when I thought thee false? 

[He takes her in his anus, strokes Iter hair, and looks at her 
withoal speakinff. She (i/ls «p_ her head mddfsdy, and 
looks al him. 
Art thou the same, the very same, as then ? 



I am loo happy now, Elena, love, 

To take thee much to task for worils like these, — 
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For all thy doubting. I am so content 
With seeing thy dear face again to-day, 
I will not speak of how I loved and suffered. 

It is enough to be with thee occe more : 
We will forget our griefs, nor throw away 
This hour, the gift of heavea to us, Elena. 

[fie draws her head to 



Ah, this is rest, — 'tis rest ! I thought my head 
Would never lie upon thy breast again. 
Would'st thou have liked another head as well ? 



Tbink'st thou a woman's head should over rest 
Where I have felt the toudi of thy soft hair ? 

ELEAKOR {starting tip suddetih/). 
Manuel, I have accepted Everavd's hand ! 
ave going to Gibi'aitar ! 



Gibraltar ? 

Tes ; thou knowest why. 



Thou shalt not go ! 
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And he will start to-day. 



The villain ! let him wait and see how good 
'Tis to be cheated. Tes : we'll tell him, too, 
A fairer lie than she did me. We'll send 
Him word that thou art wedded to another: 
Mayhe 'twill turn to truth before he sees us, 

ELEASOK {dratdng awan). 
No. no : he is not bad ; he has a right ~ 

\She loi^s at Mmjixedli/. 
My friend, I must go home. 

[Her looks compd Mm. He gives the order to &e axuAiiKm. 
Tht^ both sit in, silence. Ere long the carriage enters iRe 



R ilen-iji^}. 

We're there ! we're there ! 
[She bwslsaitoa passion of tears, and dings lo him. 
I cannot go (o him : no; never, never. 

Stay, then ; stay, tlieii. Go with me to Gibraltar ! 

No, no, Alancia. Ask me not that. 

[She springs up, and looks at him earnestly. 
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Alancia, I will not go lo him. 

I'll lose thee for my duty's sake ; but him 

I will not take into thy place. 



ugerly). 

Art sure ? 



Yea, Fve said the word — 
Tve said it, and I will not take it back. 
Be sure the porter seetli not thy face. 

\Slie alights. Re discharges the eoacktnaii, draiDs his hat and ctoak 
abmil Ms face, and disappears, Eleanor goes in brecUhless, 
and /ainls. The heain/ door ehngs ajter her. iShe meets 
Etbrakd coming down the wide iron staircase. Sfc starts. 

BYBBABD (miYmjj. 
Tou start ; you see I am not off to-day ; 
I am too stingy of your company 
To go before you, and it is as well. 
You'll pardon, will you not, my floklenefs ? 

[Slie h'ies to speak. 
Why, Eleanor, how very pale you are! 
You've walked ioo far, beneath this broiling sun. 



I thank you: I am very tired, in tnith. 

[ffei' arm trembles m his. He condvcis her in, and to « sofa. 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



LOVE IN SPAIN. 



Shall I not ring i<)i- t 



No : I'll go to my room, and rest awhile. 

[He looks solicitotia. 
1 shall be better, thank you, by and by. 

[She leans bock exhausted. He raises tJie im'ndW. 

The air is fresh that blows in from this side. 

[He looks oi her, ilien pours a glass of water, and sets it (^ her, 
and goes tomards ike door. He ttims again, irresduie, and 
pIfKes a cashion at her fed., and 'mooes towards the door ; 
iien again he hoke baek. 

Eleanor, you're not ill, — not ill, I hope ? 

ELEiNolt {rising Up xoith great effort). 
No, no : be not alarmed ; I'll go and rest. 

[He opens the door rductantli/, and goes out. Eleanoe retires 



SCENE V, 

The next morning. ErBRABD, in his apartment, sitting and looking 
out of the mndouf. 

A dismal, rainy day; so we must wait, 
Sir Henry says ; to-morrow may be fairer. 
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Well, well, I care not if we wait for e¥er. 

"Why am I grown so thin-of-skin, — so like 

A love-aick boy, despairing at a fl'own? 

Away with this poor sentimenlalism I 

I souglit a wife : Tve found one to my mind. 

She'd do me honor in whatever state, 

Nor blind my eyes with women's trickeries : 

My ts»ste kept pace along with my discretion. 

But I loved, too, — hy heavens, I liave loved her! 

\He mvses avihile. 
She is not very gay at sight of me. 
That's plain ; but I must talte what I can get 
I swear now I am ready to renounce 
My fondest schemes, if she would only love me ; 
I have been true to her ; she knows it cot. 
Tes, I would throw up every thing this hour 
For one approving smile upon her face. 

Vm but a sorry bridegroom for to-morrow ; 
Yet, when I meet her, 1 sliall bo a cool. 
Contented gentleman as e'er was seen. 
Confound it, — but I cannot help my nature, — 
Why can't I blaze out like these foreigners? 

I am a miserable fellow. Yes, 
With all my brilliant prospects opening now 
Before the eyes of men, I cannot make 
A truthful English girl respect or love mo. 
I have not lied to Iier in woid or deed. 
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Where is the lie ? Is't in my life ? If S' 
It never shone out plaiu till I saw her. 



Heigh-ho ! there's no use moping o'er my c; 
I'll go and walk this soher fit away. 



SCENE VI. 

Cafi in Sevilla. Tivo hows tater. EvbrAKD and a Jriead. 



You've hoard the news that's flying I'oiind the town ? 

KVBEARD (leaning hade i^trantidbj]. 

No ; has the Duchess of Montpensier 
Got a new Paris gown? or have the duke 
And she fall'n out, for a variety ? 



Oh ! you ate wide beyond the mark, my mai 
You'd hit it nearer if you'd said the queen 
Had fallen out just now, and with herself. 
The duke, Don Manuel de Alancia, 
Is back from Italy : he has been seen 
About the town, in many different parts. 
The Story's out, and he's no loser by it ; 
'Tis goiog like wildfire all about the streets. 
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What story ? Umpli ! the very word's enough 
To mate a Spaniard prick his cars up straight. 



It seems that he was mist up with the party 

That made the recent move for liberty. 

The Ministry resolved to pardon him, — 

To tender him some office of distinction, 

And win him thus forever to their side. 

They knew how much heloved the old duke was, 

And thought to carry measures through the son, 

Which else would not bo swidlovved by the people. 

They meant to cfowd upon their liberties. 

Well, did not he accept? 



^ No: he declined, 

Most firmly apd respectfully, the offer ; 
Saying he eouM not carry out the views 
The advisers of her majesty required, 
And answer to his country and his conscience. 
The Cabinet was in a rage, of course ; 
The queen was half inclined to overlook it : 
But they must buzz around her majesty. 
And represent to her that he had paid 
An insult to her throne and government. 
So, then, a royal order came forthwith, 
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Coramaiidiug him to quit tlie Spanish soil, — 

Unless he should retract the woi-ds he'd said, — 

On pain of his imprisonment and death. 

He would not yield, but fled to Italy. 

The people will be ready in Madrid 

To taie him on their shoulders now, they say. 



Have you this all from good authority ? 



yes ! there is no question of its truth : 
To-morrow's papers will be full of it. 

1 have a Mend who's just from Italy : 
He saw the duke. He aaya he has a soul 
As fme as ever ripened in the south. 

His fame there as a dramatist is wide ; 
And all the men of literary note 
In Rome and Florence sought his company. 
Although he kept himself from gayeties. 



Your friend is of a turn enthusiastic 
But how does't happen that he's back again. 
If he so bravely faced them, as you say, 
And ran off honorably for conscience' sake ? 



Wait : I was going to fell the rest to you. 

The q^ueen learned how he was received abroad ; 
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And, prompted l>y Christina (who, you know, 
Is fond of patronizing all the arts), 
Most graciously again has summoned bim. 



Tliis Ministry liaa seen its fairest days. 



They say Alaocia would not return 

Till he had gained the pardon of tlie rest. 

'Tia thought tlio leadci'S of the late revolt 

Will be pot into office by the queen ; 

They're men of broad and liberal statesmanship : 

'Twill be a glorious time indeed for Spain. 

[He lakes out Ms watch. 
How now ? 'tis after twelve o'clock, — good day. 

[He harries off. 

i;vi^KARD (fc sits silent same minutes, then spritu/s tip, and walis up 

anddoum the room). 
She knows it : she had seen him yesterday, 
Tes: that is why she came in pale and trembling ; 
I thought 'twas but a silly, girlish passion. 

Zounds ! how she must have longed to rid herself 
Of ray fw.r presence ! I hung round her like 
A buKKing moth, of&cious, while she flickered. 

The furies take this fellow ! he is back, 
And handsomer than ever, I will swear, 
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But all ! he has done more than hoh weli, too, 
Yes, thiit's the worat of it, the worst of it ; 
"i'is what she would admire, — ah, Eleanor ! 

\IIe stands lost in t/ioiigM. 

Why should she marry me instead of him ? 

" Stuff," would Sir Henry say, — and so would I 

A day ago. Is he the man they say ? 

Perhaps 'tis only honorable seeming, 

Which the next idle wind of politics 

Will puff away, aad show a poor, thin schemer, 

I'll dangle no more for her chary hand : 

Sir Henry — he may rave it out as best 

It suits him, — 

Stop ; I thought you cared for her. 
Would you not serve a lady, Everard ? 
A lady whom you do profess to — love ? 

[He teaiks up and down veheiiienthj. 
"Will you Stand backward, like a sullen churl. 
And let her brave the old man's disappointment ? 
Nor lift yottr finger, when you might, — you might 
Make things run smooth between these sorry lovers? 

[He stops walking, 
I have some influence with Sir Henry ; yes, 
My words are law and gospel truth to him. 

She never loved me ; but she taught me still. 
She taught me to despise my worldly aims. 
And yet I am not bad as goes tlie, world : 
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My heart was true whene'er it beat for her ; 
I thought that I could make her care for me. 

[He walJcs up and down again. 

No, BO : I'll give her up, I'll give her up, 
She never di-eamed how much I reverenced her. 
Can I make happiness ? how would it seem ? 
Ab occupation rather new for me. 
They say it ia a very pleasant feeling. 

[He ponders. 

The duke shall have her, if my tongue avails ; 

And I — shall dry up in diplomacy, 

And so live on, in gloomy bach'lorhood. 

No woman did I ever love before : 

I had no tongue to prove It, like this man ; 

I had no grace to show it, as this Spaniard. 

Ko, no: he's worthy; Til have done with this. 

[He daelies away a tear, imd yoes oat. 
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SCENE VIII. 



in (fo parlor of the Duke op Alanoia. BfEfidSD is seated then 
(done, moailing the enironte of the diiJce, The duke enters, bow 



Setior, be seated ; and to what am I 
Indebted for the honor of tliis visit ? 



I came to speak to you, sir, of a matter 
To which, 1 think, you're not indifferent. 



What has your escelleiiey, then, 



I left Sir Ileury Iverton to-day, 

After some lengthy conversation with him. 



Wliy am I privileged to know, i 



There is no use, sir, to disguise the truth 
That brings me on my errand here to-day. 
I know the sentiments Sir Henry's niece 
Has entertained for you, and yours for her. 
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I have renounced, this morning, all my right 
Unto fie hand gf my affianced bride ! 



THE DTiKE {springing ap). 
; I understand not what you mean. 



My words are plain, sir ; lalio them as Ihey a 
I argued with Sir Henry at some length. 
He is inflexible, you are aware, 
Conceming noiions preconceived at first. 
I am his friend : he holds me in his favor, 
Aod gives me, as you know, the preference. 
But I succeeded in conyincing Mm 
Of my unalterable determination. 

I had the honor, also, to declare 
(If you will pardon the opinion given), 
That I believed you worthy of that lady, 
"Whom I do hold in high esteem as you. 



Seiior, seSor ! I cannot now accept 
Your overwhelming magnanimity: 
The lady gave her own consent to yo 



'Tis true, I never forced ray suit upon her. 
Nor took advantage of her uncle's favor ; 
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But I am well aware she entertains 
For you a feeling she has not for me. 
It needed but a short experience 

To prove to me what I have often feared, 
But never had acknowledged heretofore. 



I stand abashed before yon, eabaliero. 
I have not had the honor, until bow. 
To know you ; else I had not so mistaken ; 
I have been interfering with your rights ; 
I've met the lady sinee you were betrothed. 
'Twas not her fault — 'twaa not her fault, sen 
I threw myself upon her unawares. 
I only meant to own myself her slave, 
And look my last upon her loveliness ; 
But, when I saw her, passion led me on 
To ui^e her to retract her vows to you. 
And fly with me. 



Sir, that was natural. 



It is a pleasui-e to revere, seiior, 

The man who did possess Elena's hand. 

As for myseif, I stand most low before 
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Your high and noble generosity : 

It was my fortune, never my deaerts, 

If I had once the lady's preference. 

I shall not now pi-esume to press my suit j 

I will not stand in rivalry beside 

So true and honoi'able a gentleman. 

I pray you to present yourself again. 

[Hk : 
Make known to her your generous resolve ; 
I stand apart. If you do win her yet, 
I shall be proud, seflor, of her approval ; 
And I shall ever, ever, entertain 
A high regard for your exalted friendship. 



You overrate my deeds, 1 must assure yoi 
I do but yield unto necessity. 



Tour excellency's modesty forbids 

That you should see your conduct in the light 

I ever shall most gi'atefuUy regard it 

Should I possess llie prize you do renounce. 
Twill be because high Heaven has deci'eed 
Such benediction on my favored head ; 
And not because I have superior right, 
Or equal, even, with your excellency. 
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D {rising up to go, and holding out his hand hastily'). 
I wish you, sefior duke, all happiaess. 

THE DUKU [graspi^ig it). 

Sennr, will you not leave her ta decide ? 

[EvQBAKn takes his Iiat, bowa, and hurries out. Teb Ddkb 



Cci'tes, I am a miserable knave, ■ 

To triumph o'er this nohle gentleman : 

Yet 'tis not I that take her from his arms ; 

If she would rather fly unto this breast, 

'Tis no offence of mine. Should she not choose ? 

He is a gallant man as e'er uprose 

Amid the breezes of the north, and felt 

The sea blow fresh upon Iiis honest cheek. 

Maybe the winds have made his manners cold, 

Aud not for thee, my gentle, sweet Elena. 

Thou wast afraid, who dost ingenuous apeak 

Tlie kindling thoughts that fire thy earcest breast. 

He chilled thee: but I see, beneath Ms look, 

A heart too strong for little, common joys 

Of other men. I love him for thy sake, 

Because he laid himself beneath thy feet. 

And silent rose again and went his way, 

And bade me eail thy every smile my own. 
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SCENE IS. 
Al SiJi IIenhy Iveiiton's liold. Eteeaiip anrf Eleanoe. 



Efeanor, I am come to you to-night 

On errand strange from gentleman to lady, — 

A gentleman who in sincerity, 

Hath laid most loyally his heart and hand 

Before the kind disposal of his mistress : 

I wish (if you wiU pardon my abrnptneas 

In entering on the theme that bnngs me here) 

So more to hold the hand that honored me, 

But wholly to release you from the tie, 

The ohligafioti binding you of late. 

EI.KANOE {lummgpalej. 

I know not what to say: explain your words. 



1 never wished to force my suit upon you ; 
I had but little grace to speed my cause, 
And less, fav less, of real desert, except 
An admiration most sincere for her 
Whose hand I rashly dared to call my own 
And, if Sir Henry has ungently urged 
And forced yon on unto the step you took, 
I was most ignorant of it indeed. 
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I feared you had but little love for me : 
But then what lover ever ceased to hope 
To rouse a feeling in his lady's breast. 

[She Iries to speak, but lier voiee/aih her. 
But stay, — of this no more: I wish to speak 
To you of Manuel de Alancia. 

[Slie stalls, and hhishes deeply. 
Pardon : I have no suavity, you Itnow ; 
I speak tlie tliougtila tliat move me uppermost. 

For many weeks I knew the duke to he 
Your pasaiouate admii-er, Eleanor ; 
But now I know far more than tliis, — I know 
He is a true and gallant gentleman. 

' \Slie looks tip astonished. 

Your uncle did not know his worth, nor I ; 
But now he cannot stop his ears to all 
The honorahle tilings they say of him : 
His noble bearing towards the government, 
And bravest maintenance of liberty. 

[She bnvis her head doiors. 

I wish to have Sir Henry meet the duke. 

ELEANOR (biohs up blHsMng). 
You know Alancia? you— like him too ? 



Yes : and may I present him to your uncle ? 
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it oliiiiiged, I think, since lie caaie back. 

[She siiddeiili/ blushes deeply. 



Do not bo troubled ; he has told me all ; 

'Twill do no harm to show him to your uncle. 

{She luoks \ip saspkioasly. 

BVEEAED {gravely). 

You think that I am jesting, Eleanor. 



\Patliiig Iter himd (o Jier Ai 
But all is sti-iinge, as if I dreamed. 



EoTigh mediator am I, Eleanor ; 

But I do Jiiean to serve joii m my way. 



My uncle Itnows liim: they have met before 



But I am proud to say he'll value one 
1 call my friend; he honors me so much. 

[She looks iiji omasfid. 
'TIs true, — as such I claim Alaiieia. 
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) meaning comes ovei' her fact 
grasps his hand). 



1 shall not pi-ove ungrateful for your kindness, 
Nor soon forget your dealing with my heart, 
For now I look on you with clearer eyes. 

I did yon greal injustise, greatest wrong : 
Nut that I could not give my love to yon. 
Yon need not that : a little thing is that 

[He tremU 
For one who doth possess within himself 
Such nobleness as now I see is yours ; 
But 'tis a sad mistake that I have made, 
Ueginning uow so late to kuow your heart 



) (his voice wacmtig.) 
No, no: 1 fear you saw me but too well; 
I have not lived for goodness, Eleanor. 
If I have loved the beautiful and good, 
It ia because I saw it all in you ; 
And learned, in company so pure and high, 
There's something more than honors and ambition. 
Your face it was that made me oft forget 
The vexing role of the diplomatist. 

[The tears rroi down kei' cheeJcs. 

EVEKAKD {iarniny his head aside guieHfi). 

May I present tlie duke this evening, then? 
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jii.BA.KOR {looHng at Mm eamestlg). 
I was but thinking how I wished that you 
Might fiud Boitie one to share your noble heart: 
I pray you will not suffer loQg the thought 
Of me to mar your peace and happiness. 
I (lid not lightly e'en deserve your heart. 
Seeing I so mistook its impubes. 
0)i ! make me happy, and distrust no more 
My sex, but seek them in an honest faith ; 
And you sliall find a true reward for love. 
Reveal your gentler self in earnestness : 
You cannot fail to win a woman's heart, 
A constant heart, to beat for you till death. 



I have frequented many diffci-ent scenes, 
But I have met far other heai-ts than these : 
They pleased me not before, — how shall they no 
Since I have seen and known you, Eleanor? 

[He rises hiiiTieiiiff to go. She goes after kiin, and U, 



Gi-iint me the privilege to be your friend ; 
Foi'give me that 1 have disturlied your life ; 
Forget the most ungracious part I played ; 
And think that I shall name jou in my prayers, 
With supplications for your happiness. 
And grateful memoi7 of your noble friendship. 

[i/e lifta her hand to his lips, kisses it, and silently ivalks oi 
of the room. Exit Edbakor. 
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t Hesev Iveetok ill his apartment. Enter EvEEAEIi, <il)d 
behind him the Puke of Alanoia. 



Allow me, sir, to introduce to you 

A gentleman wliom you liave met before, 

Who asks fte lionor of this presentation. 

Sir Henry Ivorton, your excellency, — 
The nohle sefiov, Duke of Alancla, 



; I hope you find yourself 
s your return to Spanish soil. 



I thank your excellency, I am well. 



le from Italy, I think [hey sa,y ? 

it have passed a pleasant winter there. 



Perhaps your excellency will remember 
We had the [ileasui-o, seyei-al times, to meet 
Just at the close of winter here. The spring 
I passed in Italy. 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



IG6 LOTE IN SPAIN. 

S,R HENRY [coushina]- 

True, true : your jiardon. 
How looked the vines? As well as liei-e in Spain ? 
Our season opened most auspiciously. 



Yes, all is blooming hero ; but yet I tliink 
That Niiples is fit matcb for Andalusia. 

[Alomjpcum. 

You go ere long to Madrid, I suppose? 

I do not yet decide. 

Sevilla, duke, 
Was once your home, I thiuli I heard them say ? 

Yes ; many years of youth 1 idled here. 

You di> not find it changed, I fancy, either? 

ALANCiA [sndling). 
iJo : one's not often pained that way in Spain. 



So much [he better for the traveller. 
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Yes, it hiH Ijoiie'. will hold out on tlic way. 

[He goes impaheHlli/ to the witiJow, Ikjoms bncl ilw cvrloin, 
tooli oat EvBRASD looks siniiiju.'atilli/ at the Duke. 

SlE IlENttl (UJilS touiid 



>. (his face Jlushm^). 
Sir Hemy, may I ask a fiivor of you, — 
A fuw words private with your extelletiey ? 

Of course, sir, if you wish ; step on this way. 

[TIki/ go into an adjoining room. Sia Hkkky «its i/oirii. 
Alan 01 A remains standing. 
Sit down, sii', if you please. How can T serve you ? 

ai.jl.ncia (seating Mmselfj. 
You have more power than will, I fear, sefior. 

[He l,esita,.s. 

Your excellency knowa that I have loved 
The Seiioi-ita Eleanor, your niece. 
Since first I had the joy to see her face, 
And feel her perfect loveliness of soul. 

I hoped, sii-, that youv absence had dispelled 
In both a fancy which you must, ere this, 
Have seen it was not wise for you to cherish. 

[Ilis bioa clouds. 
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Tour CKcellciicy — 

Slit HBBKT {interrupting). 

You're aware, sir duke, 
Not long ago Sliss Manton was betrothed 
To one wbose hand she freely did accept. 
To-day, that gentleman comes here to me. 
With some nice point of honor, and declines 
To keep her hand. 

My lord, it is a strange, 
A hard position, that I hold. I know 
He is unchanged in feeling towards my niece. 
What am I then to Ihink of this, sir duke ? 
Looks it quite right another gentleman 
Should step between, and break up, all at once, 
Eelations heretofore so fair and peaceful ? 

ALANOIA {ftitskiruj hat). 

Senor, pray tell me, were both sides so fair? 

SIB HEKRY {iBith irritated mice). 

I know what you would say about my niece. 
The Senor Everard gives up her hand, 
Because he thinks another's title better. 
What right has he to giye her up, senor ? 
If he is so magnanimous, my lord. 
As to make way for — other gentlemen, 
And yield his rights, /will not suffer it, 
Nor let them reap from such a sacrifice. 
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So, jileaae your cxcelleucj, I di&Jain 

To found a single hope upon the words 

Or generous actions of that gentleman, 

Howe'er so much he puts me in hia debt. 

Seiior, I hang not craven on his kindness ; 

I throw myself upon lier verdict. Yes : 

Where, iti the name of Heaven, should be the place 

To go for judgment hut the heart itaelf, — 

The lady's heart? What else should dare decide? 

I know the world deci'ees a different soutciice : 

What business has the world with love ? Good GcmJ I 

I would its passion might set fire the world, 

And bum up all its wretched heartlessness. 

Your excellency, this brave gentleman 

Possessed the right jour favor did ensure; 

He had no more, though high his merits were. 

Love comes but at the bidding of the soul. 

That says, " thou shalt," and none can turn its choice, 

Mor set another form before the eyes. 

Senor, I have the first, divinest right, 
Until this lady shall herself gainsay. 



You talk of love, — love is not all of life : 
I have more years than you. You cannot feed 
Upon the passion of a few months' growth. 
Through all the future days in store for you; 
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Foi' we must live and work, and cat and drink. 

[ALASCIAin-CS 

I ask not that a man sliould love my niece, 
For that is easy ; but that he protect her. 
I know my friend. You, sir, I do not Itnow. 

ALANCIrt. i^primpuj up). 

You douht my honor as a gentleman ? 



That is your own consti-uction, t 



I have a name no lady need to seom: 

Perhaps yon mean that I am poor. 'Tis true 

My father left mo no inherifance ; 

But I believe that I can earn my bread. 

I have abilities, however small. 

By which I can command sufficient fortune. 

sm HENRY ihkfacerd,^iwj). 

I recollect, sir, now ; I heard them speak 

Of your most noble bearing tewards the queen. 

[AlAlfCIA tlioies !!t 

I am not slow to estimate yoa, sir. 
On that occasion, as you well deserve. 
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Ai.ANOiA {a/ier some silimce). 
'Tis true I am of different tongue and nation ; 
I am a stranger to your family ; 
You eare not if I be alive or dead. 
'Tis natural ; and I should not presiimo 
To stand before you liei-e, if there were not 
Anotber view. Tlie Lady Eleanor 

Looks on me with a different eye ; at least, 
I think she caretb somewhat for ray fate. 
The fault is that we love, your excellency ; 
And that is my excuse for being here. 
I cannot now think meanly of myself, 
Since she has condescended to regard me. 



f(^Jier 



iwhOe). 



Sir, I believe in you : I do respect 

Your sentiments. As for my child, 'tis hard. 

I blame you not, Duke of Alancia ; 

But I hold dear my little Eleanor. 

I thought to see her look up to my friend, 

And lean on him, when I am gone from her. 

You love your race, sir ; 80 do I love mine : 
This mixture (pardon me) of foreign bloods 
Creates dissension, bitterness, and sorrow, 
So on, unto the ending of the chapter. 
This is the common story of the world. 
Can I believe that you and she will prove 
A fair exception to all other lovers ? 
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Ay, seiior ; for, nlthongli our blood be Btrange, 
Our Bouls are not. We shall be closer knit 
Than many, many lovers who arise 
And look upon the dawn of life together. 

But, jf we walk apart, we shall, indeed, 
Be foreigners and pilgrims on the earth, 
With DO abiding place. Our home is love, — 
'Tia wide, femiliar, sweet, — our native home ! 
Nor she nor I are alien there, senor, 

[Sib IlENiiT SI 



Toil have been young. Sir Henry, — you have loved. 
Will not love make the different ways of life 
Run smoother than the beaten path, with hate ? 

SIR HENRY (Af looi:s very p-ave, with his head down. Tliea he 
rises, and walh vp and down the room. He toiks, as to hiiixself). 

Strange world ; all things go wrong. 

Perhaps 'twas I, — perhaps 'twas I went wi-ong. 

These thirty years ago, or more maybe. 

When I put those blue eyes from out my sight. 

Because that I was poor, and they ambitious ; 

Because that I was proud, but she was not, — 

She would have married me. Ah, well, well, well ! 

[Musi-n;! alevd. 
And love should have its way, above all things. 
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ALINCIA {skirlmy up). 

Believe me, you shall not reponi, senor, 

SIE HENKT {looking ot Mm Jixedli/]. 

Wlere is tlie little girl ? I'll send for her : 
ni hear what she may have to answer you. 

[He utu/s the idl nertmialy, and summons her. Alancia starts 

upflnsJied, and paces hack and forth. Presently sM enters. 

She starts bach, /Hashes, ireiMes. Alaacia stands, and 

boiBS ffiaoel^. 

Come here, my child: I wish to speak to yon. 

[She goes to his table, and stands b^ kirn ; Alanoia standing 
apart. SlE Henry lags Ms hand on her shoulder. 
The Duke of Alaocia has offered you 
His heart and hand, and what have you to say ? 
Answer me, do you love this gentleman ? 



Yes, sir : I loved hira the first time we met. 

[She blushes. Ai.akciA springs fonoard. 



Stay, sir. 

And are you willing, Eleanor, 
To leave your lioiue, your country, all for him ? 
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And you will gladly part from tliem, 
Your friends who bve you, Eleanor, — your undo? 

ELBANOK ((fe im^s filling). 

I am not glad unless I still may be 
Tour daughter, sir. 

The way is long between ; 
The land is strange and new to you, my child. 



But 1 am Eot afraid, sir, where he is. 

[AtANCiA springs /onuard, kisses her hand, and i/oes fcoot to 
the place where he stood. 
Dear uncle, I am not ungrateful, — no. 

There are some things we cannot nile ourselves. 
I did not mean to love a Spaniard, sir. 

[Smilin'i through iears. 

1 meant to stay with you ; but all this came, 
Before I knew ; yet, sir, he did no wrong ; 
I bade him hope through all the darkest hours. 

[Looking earneslli; at Sm HEsur. 
Dear uncle, I can never cease to love you. 

SIR HESHY {dashing away tt tear.) 
Take her, Aiancia. Be tendei' of her ; 
For I may go away, and leave hci- here, 
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Amidst a land of foreign sights and sounds. 
She thinks not of it now ; she is in love ; 
She dreams of none but yoo; yet, by and by, 
When we are far away, she'll talk of home. 

Promise to be a tme and watchful husband. 

AI.ANCIA (he spiinys forward, kisses Ae hand of Sir Hunry, and 

ihea drwBS BteiKOR to his side.) 
Seiior, as i do hope for rest hereafter, 
I swear to guai-d her faithfully till death. 



Sir Hbnkt {goes to tlie mndow to hide kis 

t^,-nsrm.^,dj. 

Where's Everard ? 



{pointing to the parloi-). 
Go bring him in, Elena. 
[She goes and draws him in gEntlij laj the ai 

sin iiBNKY {goes up to hint, and shakes ?iis hand). 
Ah ! my good fellow, we are plotting here 
Against you all this time. But there's a place 
For Everard in my house, and shall be ever. 



He has u larger place in all our hearts. 

[Tm-ni.ig h 

Thank him, Alaiicia, our noble fi'iend, 
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Love him, Elena, as my benefactor. 



t {goimi up to Eyeraud, and taking his liand), 
Tou'U not forget us, now we've learned to prize you. 

[He raises lier hand to his tips, and kiimes out of the rooi 
Alamcia follows him. 



It {iJiroming herself upon 8iR Henby's tiedc). 
Dear uncle, say that I am still your daughter, 
Whatever dreary oceans roll between. 

^,ji><m^Y {kissing her]. 

Goil bless and keep you ever safe, my child ! 

[ALiNciA rd 

{jmlling hei' hand in his). 



He is gone, ah! my Elena. 
We'll pray that some new joy may fall on hit 
To light up all his days and hours like this, 
With which our lives are glorified to-night. 
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SPRING. 



O SPKiKG ! thou art a child of hopes and. fears. 

What is thy nameless tenderness and grace V 

My heart is tremulous before thy face, 
And but a look from thee will move my soul ta tears. 

Why should a breath of Badness on thee light, 
Aad such uauttered longings in thee wake? 
Hast thou not all, and more than all, to make 

Thee richly blest — so loved and beautiful and bright ? 

The smiling flowers are sitting at thy feet, 

The bii'ds are singing round thy head at dawn, 
The laggard sun now hastes to thee at moi-n, 

And lingers fondly by thy side at evening sweet. 
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Art thou the type of higher blessedaess? 
Because thou art like us of moi-lal mould. 
Must thou be ever yearning to behold 

Perfection 'mid the fulness of thine earthly bliss : 
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THE MISTRESS OF THE "GOLDEN BEE." 



The sun was sliiDing all tlie quiet day, 
Upon the litLlci inn, as there it lay, 
And smiled the hours away. 

I came in weariness to her retreat ; 
The dust of Lyons lingered on my feet, 
And in my heart the heat. 

She rose, and bent to me her gracious head. 
" She hud a charming room tor me," she said. 
And so tlie way she led. 

1 followed on, and ah ! her words were true: 
How peeped the curtained bed so white to view, 
And fresh the air came through! 

It opened on a court and parapet; 
And there at eve my wicker chair I'd set, 
And puff my cigarette. 
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SIio went away, — I heard her lightly spriug 
Along the tiled tloor, — and down 1 iliiig 
My sack, my every thing. 

But, hack ! sIiq gomes. " Monsieur must never 
To Slip with all the stranger guests at eight ; 
Her tea was not so late. 

And would I honor her ? " I howcd my head. 
" Too happy were I as her guest," I said, 
With soft, delii;ious dread. 



" I'd know her room ; 'twas by the shrubbery ; 
The yellow jessamine was climbing high, 
The parrot whistled nigh." 

Away from out my longing sight she flashed. 
And sfing as merry as the fountain plashed, 
And on the myrtle dashed. 

I turned me to the glass, and saw my face. 
They said of old I had a kindly grace ; 
But care had stolen its place, 

My little fortune, gathered toilsomely. 
Had dulled tlje gallantry of youth in me : 
Could I not gayer be ? 
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I droBsed me better than for many a day, 
I shook my weariness and fear away. 
And thought of what to say. 

I found the open, vioe-be sprinkled door ; 
Her little boots were standing on the floor : 
I looked them o'er aud o'er. 

She started from her alcove, gazed on me ; 
" Pai-don, — the dew was wet, — how vexed was s 
To liave a stranger see ! " 

I watched them fly, — her pi'etty, stockinged feet; 
Slie caught her crimson tapered slippers neat, 
And gave rao welcome sweet. 

She sat at table with a pensive grace. 
And asked of Paris ; " 'Twas a wicked place," 
" So gay," — and steeled her face. 

A little tear she dropped that glimmered bright : 
" She had no eye for any worldly eight ; " 
" Her heart was buried quite." 

" She lost her Haymond but a year ago." 
She was a widow, then ! J longed to know 
How bitter was her woo. 
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I prayed that I might be her loyal friend, 

From all intruders on her walks defend, 

And tears for Raymond lend. 

She showered the sparkling diamonds from licr eyes 
And looked at me in innocent surprise ; 
"Would I so sacrifice?" 

She gave a flower she wore behind her brooch, 
And called me " Cavalier" (me, so ganehe !), 
" Sans peur et aans reproehe." 

That night a Are was burning in my brain ; 
I turned upon my bed, and turned again : 
I was in love, 'twas plain. 

Ere long I told her all {I think she knew) : 
She helped me with a word or look, 'Lis true. 
Now all is clear to you — 

How I am master of the " Golden Bee ;" 
For she is mistress of my heart, you see, 
And both agree. 

The rest you know, — how sweet the days go by, 
Within the peaceful, airy hostelry, 
Where she doth laugh and sigii. 
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And lure the traveller back with plaj^ul wile, 
Or malte him cany far away her smile 
(She loves me all the while). 

Our little " Golden Bee " is very fair : 
Toil on, old aching world, I do not care. 
Will you come there? 
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CLOVIS AND CLOTILDA, 



" QUEEN ! my soul is weary of this Ufa : 
Where is the strength and gloiy of my clays ? 
They fade away as doth an olden garment." 

"Moat noble king, it is because thy heart 
Hath no secure and sweet abiding-place. 
If thou wilt take tlie easy yoke of Christ, 
Thou shalt go forward in thy kingdom singing." 

" Talk not of tliis : I hate thy new i-eligioa. 
See how it triumphed o'er the Eoniaa state, 
And now that liaughty spirit, — how it lies 
In dust and ashes at the spoiler's feet ! 
Could not thy glorified and risen Christ 
Have saved his fairest jewel from the dust ? 
Is he so gi-eat ? and yet the hord^ of men 
Have torn it from his crown aud trampled it ! " 

" My lord, hia kingdom is Dot of this world : 
He loves the contrite spirit more than thrones. 
He counts his followers every one by name, 
And doth remember all bis own in heaven." 



Hn^lcdhyGoOglc 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 187 

" Clotilda, by the goda, thou wilt be there! 
Where dost thou get thy gracious gentleness ? 
Thy piety is sweeter unto ine 
Than fairest groves of myrtle and of palm, 
Than cooling water in the raging fight, 
Than sound of music when the chase is done, 
Than voices of thy childi-en at the dawn. 
What ia it that doth honey so thy thoughts, 
And sit in sovereign peace upon thy face ? " 

" Clovis, 'tis Jesua, — he of Nazareth." 

" Clotilda, I will never hear his name ; 
I will fall down some day and worship thee, 
But not this crucified and dying Christ, 
Whose sei-vants bite each other and devour. 
And call it doing honor to his name." 

" My lord, he says that men shall do these tilings 
Because they know him not, nor him that sent him." 

"Where is the child for whom thou once didst pray 
Before me, O Clotilda! on thy knees 
Beseeching tliat his forehead might be wet 
With thy baptismal water ? Where is he, — 
That noble child, the offspring of my strength, 
Firet-born of thine, — thy eoul of tender fire. 
Thy heart of innocence, thy brow of truth : 
An eye that would have dared the sulky Rom;m, 
And turned him from his silken hiding-place. 
Where is the child? Cut down like April fiower ! 
Was that tho virtue of thy sacred water ? 

"My lord" (forgive my tears, — I am a woman). 
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" He is among the lambs of Paradise. 
The grievous wolves are all about owr flocks : 
He is so safe, I would not call him back. 
Make ready, gracious king, to meet him there." 

"Ah, thou ti-atiscenclent queeo! where dweUest thou? 
I plant my foot upon substantial earth ; 
I love the things I see, the sounds I hear ; 
If I possess them, then my soul is glad ; 
If I do lose them, then my heart is sore. 
But thou art feeding on some hidden food ; 
The blossom of thy life is torn away ; 
Thou smil'st amid thy tears, and say'st 'tis well. 
The roughening wars are beating at our doors : 
Thine eye is patient with unending course. 
The sway of thy Redeemer waxes faint " — 

" My lord, it shall not fail, though lands and thrones 
Shall wither up in blackness as a scroll." 

" Thou walkest surely in another world ! 
And yet not with the shadows of the dead ; 
For they are clinging round this mortal sphere, — 
Unrestful spirits, longing for the flesh. 
Thou art not there, — thine eye is calm and still : 
But sometimes it doth look so far beyond, 
I cannot follow, for my gaze is weak. 
I turn again unto my mother earth 
To rest my thoughts, and lo ! I find thee there. 
With all thy tender syllables of love : 
Thy dainty handiwork, ihat orders well 
The fair and sweet adorning of our lives, 
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And showa thee to thy people, wife and queen. 

Where is thy strong retreat of living joy?" 

" Thou wilt not hear the name of Jesus Christ." 
" Ay, ay : since thou wilt speak it, I will hear." 
"Canst thou walk lowly with him, my proud Clovis? 

Canst thou, indeed, obey the crucified ? " 

" Ay : I will walk thy road, moat noble queen. 

No matter whither. If 1 find the light, 

We two will then rejoice for evermore." 
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PIGEON COVE. 



LostI Io3t! lost! 
desolate sea, 
I never can look upon thee ! 
1 loved liim when I was a child, 
We frolicked together so wild 
"When we sat on the dripping rocks there, 
And he hung the sea-moss in my. hair. 

He loved me, too, 
So together we grew ; 
Till he asked me one day 
When his ship was to sail far away, 

If I " would not marry him when he came back " 

('Twas his calling to follow tlie wide ocean's track). 

" Hia heart would be warm in the stormiest night. 

Could he dream of a welcoming light 

One day iu his home by the Covo, 
To beckon him back to his love." 
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So I let him go ; 
My answer you know. 
He bade me good-by, 
"With a light in his eye. 
My lover ! my lover ! I saw his eyes light : 
He never will look on my lamp sliining bright. 
The cold foam covered bis beautiful head, 
The cold foam laahed him until he was dead I 

But stay, I will tell 
How tliis Borrow befell ; 
The storm-wind came on, and the captain was sick ; 
My lover was mate ; he bestirred himself quick, 
And took the command ; 
He roused eveiy hand. 
He sprang to the mast, but hb eye was not straight, - 
The fever was on him of late, — 
His knees trembled weak, — 
Yet firmly they all heard him speak ; 
The order he gave, 
Which the vessel did save. 
Then he fell, — oh ! he fell in the wave. 

The ship dashed along, 
And he was not sti-oug ; 
Though well he could swim, 
Yet the sea got the better of him. 
Oh ! had she been manned fay the Pigeon-Cove men. 
The waves had not swallowed him then. 
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Tlie ocean repeateth his name, ; 

For ever and ever the same. 

I hear it at pale morning light, 

It waketh me oft in the night. 

The surf dashes up on the rode, 

It sweeps on my soul with a shook. 

That spring morning comes up again, 

When .they told me, — I knew it full plain,— 
My fethei-'s lip trembled, and white grew his cheek, 
And he laid his hand on me before he could speak. 

'Twas the Spring when we thought to be wed; 
Three months have passed ovei' my head. 
The days grow sultry and hot, 
I move in the very same spot ; 
The bathers go up and go down 
Through (he streets of the town, 
And snuff the salt sea with delight ; 

But 1 hate the sight : 

The waves of the sea 
Ai'e pointing their fingere at me. 

But when winter cometh, oh! will it be sweet 
To hear the wind driving and look at the sleet? 
All day in the kitchen to sit 
And bi'aid on the matting, or knit ; 
And gaze on the ships in the bay, 
Or dream how the icicles hang on the shrouds, 
Where the white spray is diiying in clouds. 
And think of him drifting and drifting away? 
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No : the morning and evening are one 
The winter and fair summer's sun. 
God! wlien will this living be done? 
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Great Mastisr ! toacli us how to hope in man : 
We lift our eyea upon his looks and ways, 
And disappointment chills us as we gaze, 

Our dream of him so far the truth outran, 

So far his deeds are ever falling short 
And then we fold our graceful hands, and say, 
" The world is vulgar." Didst thou turn away, 

sacred spirit, delicately wrought! 

Because the humble souls of Galilee 
Were tuned not to the music of thine own. 
And chimed not to the palsing undertone 

Which swelled thy loving bosom like a sea ? 

Sharae thou our coldness, most Benignant Friend, 

When we so daintily do condescend. 
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LoED, send us forth among thy fields to work ! 

Shall we for woi-ds and names eoatendiug he, 

Or lift our garments from the dust we see. 
And all the noonday heat and burden shirk ? 
The fields are whi(e for harvest : shall we stay 

To find a bed of roses for the night, 

And wateb the faf-off cloud that comes to sigh 
Lest it should burst in showers upon our way ? 
Fling off, my soul, thy grasping self, aud view 

With generous ardor all thy brother's need ; 

Fling off thy thoughts of golden ease, and wee 
A comer of thy Master's vineyard loo. 

The harvest of the world is great, indeed, 
Jesus ! and the laborers are few. 
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THE WALK TOWARDS EMMAUS. 



Walk with us, Jesus, when the day is spent : 
Tho robin's voice is fall of tenderness, 
And all the air is silent with excess 

Of sweet dcFotion, peace, and calm content. 

Open our hearts that we may see aright 

The scripture of tho world, — the burning page 
That shines upon our eyes fi-om every age ; 

A fire to warn the sinner, but a light 

Tiiat gives the saint a glimpse beyond the veil. 

Aak us, Jesus 1 if we understand 

The wondrous voices of the sea and land, 

As thou didst them who read the pi-ophet's tale, 

And knew not 'twas their blessed risen Lord, — 

Bead thoii with us thy Father's hidden word. 
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"GO YE THEREFORE INTO THE HIGH- 
WAYS." 



Chueoh of Christ, awake to life, awake ! 

Gfl to all the streets and lauea of siu ; 
Go, invite the homeless to partake, — 

Nay, compel them even to come in. 

Have you now a blessed table spread, 

Where the Lord himself will com.e and eat? 

Are jour rightful members cold and dead ? 
Let the halt and palsied have a seat. 

Tliey, in their unworihiness and fears, 
In their self-abasement low and deep. 

Are like Mary seeing through her tears 
What a love tbo Shepherd bore the sheep. 

It may be their presence at the feast 
SuL'h a full refreshment will impart, 

That your faith shall be the more increased, 
Springing deeper from the Master's heart. 
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Maybe their simplicity bo meek 

Such a wakening will revive in you, 

That your olden guests shall rise aud speak, 
Saying, We have seen the Lord anew I 

Sweetly thua may you in love abide, 
Till you rise together from the dead j 

Poor and rich adoring side by side, 
One in Jesus Christ the Living Head. 
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THE BEAUTIFUL LADY. 



There is a gentle lady, very fair; 

Her looks are eaiutly and her voice is care ; 

She walks through all the town, 

Nor fears to soil her gown. 

They say this lovely lady's not afraid 
Of any heiag that the Lord has made : 

She sees her Fathoi-'s look 

Within the meanest nook. 

And so she walks serene through every lane 
Where hunger struggles fierce with sin and jiai 

And angry curses leap 

In passion wild and deep. 

She does not even tremble at the sight : 
She stands and gazes like a lily white, 

Till, awed to peace, they see 

Her spotless purity. 
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She stays beside the coucli when all have fled, 
And Jays upon her breast the dying head, 

And sings away all fear 

"With voic« serene and dear. 

She takes the little children in her arms, 
And gives (hem bread to eat, and mildly calms 

Their throbbing hearts that beat. 

And wipes their bleeding feet. 

Dear children, tell mo, will you go with her, — 
This lovely lady, each her messenger. 
And bid the orphans come. 
And have with her their home ? 

Her name, I think, is Charity below ; 

But, when hor bright, immortal wings do graw, 

TLe angels there above 

In heaven will call her Love. 
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TO E. E. P. 



When I was walking in the ha^y land, 

Midway betwixt my youth and womanhood, 

That oped in vistas wide on every hand, 
With spots of glory faintly understood ; 

When all the air was faiut with sweet perfumes, 
And golden halos hung 'mid earth and sky ; 

"When I was steeped in tender lights and giooms, 
And heard the far-off voice of Poesy, — 

'Twas thou, my sister, who didst speak and say. 
That I must tread the path which I have trod ; 

And thou didst never waver from the day 
Tliou bad'st me be a sieger to ray God. 

How have I answered to thy prophecies? 

Wo travel onward now in spheres apart: 
New mounts of vision all around thee rise, 

Lit from thy children and thy husband's heart. 
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And I have wakened Ut a sweeter bliss 
Than all the ecstasy of poet-dreams ; 

But sometimes I would turn my eye from ttiiff, 
And see thy image in those morning gleams 
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TO SHELLEY. 



EASE and evanescent spirit briglit I 
Evefl as the firefly skims along the night, 
Men saw thee floating as a silver spark; 
Then thou didst vanish sudden ia the dark 

And yet the breath of evil fell on tl ee — 
The rude and venomous breath of cal au'v — 
Fell on a sonl as pure and ocent 
As God hath ever unto mo tals lent 

When I behold tbee, gentlest born of men, 
The gracious sweetness dropping from thy pen, 

1 weep to think the world hath used thee so : 
It cries to heaven, this spectacle below. 

Could not thy gods, who kindly on thee smiled. 
Have shielded thee, their strange and wayward child?— 
Thee, with the dew of morning on thy hair, 
The future mirrored on thy foreliead fair ? 
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They never lifted up a Iiaod to break 
The web of tyranny for tby sweet sake ; 
And yet the loveliness within thee gi-ew 
Ti'anscendent in the Are men drove thee throngh. 

Tea, verily, there is a God in heaven : 
To know Him — nnto thee it was not given ; 
He yearned (o draw thee to hia mighty breast, 
And soothe tliy weary, fluttering heart to rest. 

Could He foi^et the soul which He had made ? 
So fair a soul would He have e'er betrayed ? 
Ah ! He was kind ; He stretched His arm to save. 
When men were cold and cruel as the grave. 

He laid thee in thy loving Ocean's arms, 
Wrapt thee in joy amid the wild alarms, 
Rocked thee to sleep, then gently bade thee wake. 
And of another fairer life partake. 

How softly drooped thy starry eyes away. 
And closed foi' ever on the angry day ! 
How swift thy subtle spirit darted free, 
And drank immortal love and liberty ! 
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ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING. 



GENTI.B woman, softly as the splieres 
Move along tlie soleniu, mystic years, 
Thou didst, tread alone thy path of tear?, 

Whispevitig yearnings from Ihy spirit deeps, — 
Like a hidden mountain stream that creeps, 
Darkly, secretly, before it leaps ; 

Sobbing lightly with its own unrest, 
Groping blindly on the cold earth's breast, 
Sinking downward, weary and oppressed. 

Lowly bent the world its waiting ear, 
For that undertone it loved to hear, 
Listening with a strange and charmed fear. 

How at last the fountain leaped in light, — 
Leaped with sudden joy, impassioned, bright, 
When its sun of love arose to sight ! 
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Proudly did the souls of men outreach, 
Di-jnking in that lyric, burning speech, 
Whec two poets melted each in eacb. 

Then in wider music they did break, — 
Music strong and grand enough to ninlte 
All the powers of wiving and falsehood shake. 

Sing, immortal woman-poet, sing, 

Where, with Dante, thou thy harp shalt bring, 

On the sacred mountains of thy King ! 



Love, undying heart ! Thou hadst not beat 
If thy fragile pulsea were not sweet 
With a love thou couldst not all repeat. 



Rest, elect and Christian lady, rest I 
Where the saints and martyrs stand 
Thou shalt be for evermore a guest. 

Peace a halo on thy brow shall drop ; 
Peace, tlie perfect fulness of thy cup ; 
Peare, that ever bears thee higher up. 
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ART SCIIEFFER. 



Deab Artist, thou hast gone tinto Hia breast — 
The G-i-eat Cousolw — whom thou plctuvedst liere, 

As all the heavy-laden round him presBed, 

And droj)ped their griefe before his answering tear. 

Sweet Raphael painted wondrously and fair 
The lovely joy that filled the Vii^in's eyes ; 

Murillo sent her floating on the air, 

Glowiug in dark-eyed, innocent surprise. 

Perchance with firmer hand than thou they di'ew, 
Bora in the rapturous age of thivmed beauty ; 

Groat ministers, unswerving, ever true, 

Shaping her sovereign laws in love and duty. 

Perchance their colors burned with deeper light. 
Fresh from the olden southern sun, who whiles 

The iong day by the artist's side till tiight, 
Betouching oft with mellow, Iingeimg smiles. 
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So be it. Of another time tliou art. 
Framed is tliy spirit in auotlier mould ; 

Its high expression t«lleth every heart 

That we have deeper eyes than they of old. 

And thou hast answered to the earnest cry 

Which from a new and longing age liath broke ; 

That looketli back ivilh tender, reverent eye, 
But flndeth not enough for her was spoke. 

For, on thy caavas page, humanity 

Becomes divine, 'mid pain and fear and weeping ; 
Or 'mid the fulness of great joy, when ]iigh 

And sacred converae with the unseen 'tis keeping 

Ah ! here thy masters tarry far behind. 

To catch the lights and shades of earthly day, 

"While thon art looking deeper in, to find 

The hues which o'er t!ie land of souls do play. 

Go on ; for now, at length, thou dipp'st thy brush 
In the immortal bloom of Paradise ; 

Their hues shall wane before thy ripening flush. 
Till thou above them all transcendent rise. 
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PoEST ! thou art not mine : 

'Tis I, sweet sovereign, who am thine; 

1 never thought to seize on ibee : 

'Tis thou, 'tis thou who art possessing me ! 

I, tempted, flung thee from my side 
To watch a babble rainbow-dyed; 
It charmed me with a power so sweet, 
I wated not till it burst beneath my feet. 

I flung me back upon thy bi-east, 

Humiliated and opprest ; 

I cried to thee, " Go not away," 

And thou didst turn again and with me stay. 

I walked subdued beneath thine eye, 
In truth's divinest liberty ; 
Tliough oft 1 stumbled, still I went 
In meekness on the road where I was sent. 
18* 
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Thou gav'at the earth a i-adiant dress, 

And touched i| with thy tenderness ; 

When thou wast singuig, oft I thought 

A snatch of hyrans immortal thou hadst caught. 

One day there came a spirit bright, 

Who made my being warm and light ; 

His name was Love : I looked to see 

If thou wouldst turn thy injured gaze from me. 

He led me by the hand and smiled, 
And pointed upward : pleased and mild, 
Thou took'st my other hand, and so 
Between you both the way to heaven T go. 
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^aems inrittm Imdns t!iE ISEiidlion. 
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TO THE SISTERS OF THE SOUTH. 



SISTERS ! where can be the wrong? 

No more, you say, slmll we he one : 
Tet we have tried to please you long, 

And all your bidding we have done. 

We thought the only weight that lay 
Upon the pillions of your prido 

Ton would outgrow and thrust away. 
If we should cheer you at your side. 

Our share of work we ashed to take, 
Presuming not to change your way, 

But hoping, for your children's sake, 
The dawn of a more perfect day. 
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Tei-hapa we interfered too mueli, 
But, all ! we moaiit it in good grace ; 

When, lo ! you rose up at our toucli, 
And flung the gauntlet in our face. 

day of darkness, black as death, 

When (ihildrea turn in wi"dth and ahamo 

Upon the home that gave them breath, 
And ti'ample on its sacred name ! 

Benignant Stars and Stripes, arise, 

And call the wanderera from their track ! 

Look on them with indulgent eyes, 

And say to them, " Come back, come back." 

Foi'get, noble flag, tliy right, 

Thy dignity and majesty ! 
Forget thy sovereign power and might. 

All but the great Eternal Eye ! 

But if they will not put their trust 
In thee, unless thou stoop'st so low, 

That Freedom drabbles in the dust, — 
For evermore, tben, let them go! 

Dread flag, let them in peace depart, 
No drop of blood upon the sod ! 

Shall sister pierce her sister's heart ? 
Forbid — forbid it, mighty God! 
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Go, sisters, if it must be so ; 

"We wish yoii heartily God-speed ; 
If wo no common country linow, 

Let U9 not hate in word or deed. 



Tou haye a land like fair Pro 

Tbe goodliest of oiir fathers' share ; 

But over your inheritance 

Have you a care — have you a care ! 

Should servile Fury ever leap 

In havoc on your beauteous home, 

"We will not sit and see it sweep ; 
Call us, South ! and we will come. 
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TO ARMS! 

Apjiii., 18G1, 



TRA.TTORS and foes ! We shall arm, wr shall arm : 
Brethren are ye ? bat it matters us not ; 

Mea of the South ! we are calm, we are calm : 
Ye are like madmen, insulting and hot. 

Long have we patiently borne with your hate ; 

Shame has been rising and flushing our brow : 
01] ! we've entreated you, early aud late ; 

God only knows what has come o'er us now. 

We are not angry, — the fire is too deep; 

We will not taunt, — that's for boys, and not aicu : 
Yet we have awom, and our word we will keep, 

Never shall you trample on ua again. 

You have dishonored the Stripes and the Stars ; 

The pale North a moment did hold in her breath : 
Now thousands of eyes, like the red planet Mars, 

Do glare on you steady defiance and death. 
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You love not to work, — you are all geatlemen ; 

Arms ai'e your pastime, and "flght" is your word: 
We loye the plough and the loom and the pen ; 

Nobler is peace to our hearts than the sword. 

Ton have been plotting all over the land ; 

Tou have been training to fear down the state : 
We've not been playing with weapons in hand, 

But we'll tear down your flag at the capital's gate. 

Lord of the nations, restrain us, — restrain ! 

Terrible, mighty, our waking at last : 
Tears, if they fall, shall come down like the rain, 

And flood the degenerate soil of the past. 

But courage, ye men of the North and the West! 

A nation is springing again into birth; 
In the radiant garments of Liberty dressed, 

A wonder of beauty all over the earth I 
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WHERE IS PEACE? 
May 2B, 1861. 



TiiK earth is born anow to love and light ; 

The green is deepening on tho wood and plain ; 
The birds are flitting gayly in our. sight, 

Or chirping in the gentle spring-tide rain : 
But where, oh! where is peace? 

The homes of men are growing chaste and fair ; 

The cherished maiden tends the budding vine ; 
The farmer drops the little seed with care, 

And round his door the morning- glories twine : 
But where, oh ! where is peace ? 

The sick man, with a slow and measured tread. 
Goes up and down the pleasant village street ; 

Tlie neighbors think him risen from the dead ; 
IIg thinks that life and spring are very sweet : 
But where, oh I where is pear:e? 
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The mounfaina sit majestical and free, 

And call the traveller to their aacred calms 

The sea is waiting most encliantingly 
To fold the idler in its glistening arms ; 
But where, oh ! where is peace ? 

The golden hours are dallying at our feet ; 

They will not leave us till our joy is full ; 
And time is ours, — ihe time we called so flei 

From early morning till the evening cool; 
But where, oh I where is peace ? 



Peace I Tliou ha?t not departed from iia now 
Thou dust but take for us another mould : 

I see thee silting on the soldier's brow ; 
His eye predicts thy reigu of joys untold. 

Shall we, like children, hug thy shadow hero, 
And not a step beyond thee dave to take ? 

Shall we, like cowards, tremble in our fear, 
And never lift a sword for thy great sake ? 

Forbid it, all ye spirits of the dead ! 

Forbid it, nations whom we came to save ! 
Forbid it, gentle spring ! for thou dost shed 

Thy sweetest blossoms on the soldier's gravt 
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Benignant Peace ! I see thee from afar, 
Beyond the tumult and the battle heat ; 

Amid the tears and bloody drops of war, 
I tear the music of thy coming feet : 
Ah! there, — ah! there is peace. 
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CAMPAIGN SONG, 



Flt upward, flj upward, liigh into the night, 
Red rockets and blue, I'ed rockets and blue ! 

Like the stai'S and the stripes, they are gleamiug in 
light, 
Then throw them anew ; then throw them anew ! 

See the torches that wave on the gay city street, — 
Eed torches and blue, red torches and blue ! 

'Tis the flaming of Liberty's swift-coming feet; 
Come out with her too ; come out with lier too ! 

See the orator stand at the top of the Square ; 

Hear, father and son ; hear, father and son ! 
His sentences turn into fire on tlie air ; 

And the combat is won ; the combat is won ! 

American soidierp, we ask you to fight, 

But choose ye your chief; choose ye your chief; 

The man who can show you the wrong irom the right, 
Though in words he is brief, — though in words he is 
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Choose you, maiden! the man you will wed ; 

Not the man who will vote for the tongue that is 
smooth : 
Hot the man of a party, the man who is led ; 

But the man for the truth, — the man for the truth. 

Choose, nation, to win or surreoder the day, 
To gain or to lose, — to gain or to lose. 

Choose, voice of tlie people, for ever and aye, 

The freeman or slave, — choose, countrymen, choose I 
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THE PICTURE OF COLONEL SHAW, IN 
BOSTON. 

NOTEIIEEE, 1864. 



Bdeied with his negroes in the trench, 

There he lies, a score of them around him ; 

Nothing could his deathless ardor quenc-h : 
What a monument at last has crowned him ! 

Sight to make a father's bosom throh. 

There he stands upon the canvas glowing ; 

Sight to make a noble mother sob, 

Tender eyes their glances on her throwing. 

There he stands, so eloquent and mute. 
Modest, and yet looking in our faces 

Undisturbed and calmly, — as doth suit 

One who did not ask ihe world's high places. 

Tliere lie gazes, soldier-like and bold. 
Not a whit ashamed to die with them, — 

Them, the men of color, bought and sold ; 
Not a bit ashamed to lie with them. 
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Look npon him, nation of the free, 
Surely thou art cm-ed of all thy 

Look npon him, nation that's to be, 
Risitig purified from thy uncleanness. 



y with a people's sigh, 
Noble martyr to thy countiy given : 
With thy little company on high, 

Thou shalt traverse all the plains of heaven. 
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OUR PRESIDENT. 



The grass is growing green upon the hilla, 
The spring is loosening all the little rills, 
A tender bloom is on the willow-tree : 
But where, oh 1 where is he ? 

Will he awake to-morrow with the day, 
And tarn his face the way the battle lay ; 
And thank the Lord that he has lived to see 
The triumph of the free? 

God, have pity on us ! he is dead. 
The foul assassin aimed at his deiir head ; 
He never spoke a word to let us know 
How hard it was to go, — 

To leave ns at the crowning of our joys, 
When we were praising gallant men and boys. 
And shedding happy tears of sweet relief, 
And thanking him, our chief. 
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"Weep, all ye dark-faced children of the sun ! 
He giive his blessing to you every one ; 
That blessiag was a throe to all the earth, — 
Eraancipatioa's birth. 

Weep, misguided wretches, comFortleas ! 
And wash away your gall of bitterness ; 
Have you not lost a noble friend and true 
As ever stood by you ? 

"Weep, mighty nation I who shall dare to si\y 
That we are cowards for our teare to-day ? 
But let the drops be mingled with a fire 
That burns all low desire, — 

The fire that flashes light upon our path,. 
And purifies from vengeance and from wrath ; 
Tiie fire of resolution, high aad strong, 
To grapple with the wrong. 

Farewell, beloved father! sleep in dust; 
But rise thou in the kingdom of the just, — 
Beyond the traitor's breath, the battle soirs, — 
And shine among the stars ! 
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LAY HIM TO REST. 



Lay him fo rest, lay him deep in the ground ; 
Full long enough ye have bome Lini around, 
With the tramp of the horee, and the weary drum-beat, 
Before all the eyes and the glare of the street : 
Lay him to rest. 

They were eyes full of love, they were eyes that did 

And the chillness of death on the cities did creep ; 
But now, gentle friends, let liim go to his rest, — 
Let him go to his borne in the heart of the West: 
Lay him to rest. 

"Why did we take bim from fair Illinois ? 

He was young in her woods, he was fresh as a boy ; 

Why did we set him high up in that place, 

And bring all the furrows of care to his face? 
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Why do we send him back so to hia land, 
Willi a blood-mark upon him from trailoroiis hand? 
Wliy do we show them the wound in his head, 
And say not a word but " Behold ! he is dead " ? 

We brought hira from westward because he was just ; 
We made hiiu our chieftain, we gave him our trust ; 
Serene in the midst of the tumult he stood. 
And we learned that 'tis greatest of all to be good. 

We've let him die for us, — yes, we've let him die, 
With bis armor all on, as the soldier boys lie, 
Not a moment of warning — a message to tell ; 
And we say he sleeps well, aud we say he sleeps well. 

Be proud, Illinois, for to you it was given 
To raise up the noblest of martyrs for heaveo ; 
Be pure, Dlinois, for now 'tis your part 
To let this dear asbes repose on your heart; 
Lay him to rest, lay him to rest, 
On Illinois' breast. 
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TUB SHADOW OVER THE LAND, 



ELIND TOM. 



He laid his childish hands upon the keys, 
And drew out snatches of melodious song ; 

He has no learning of the schools to please : 
His own sweet inspirations on liim throng. 

He sees in dreams behind his sightless eyes 
The glory of the children of the sun ; 

He sees them, like tbe god of day, arise, 
Rejoicing in the race which they shall mn. 

Ah, they have wakened from their hoiidage, Lord ! 

Ere loQg, a wondrous hai'mony shall roil 
Ai-ound the land, and louch a hidden chord 

Of sympathy within the white man's soul. 

Will they not calm his pulse's feverish heat, 
And show him how religion's pleasant ways 

Are better than the traffic of the street, 

And, best of all his gains, the Master's praise. 
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For he declared of old, in Galilee, 

That they who had the lowliness of loffe. 

Even like the little child upon his knee, 
Were fittest for his Father's house above. 

Poor littlo Tom ! and so he played anci played, 
And tbeae the visions beautiful and bright 

I thought he saw, beneath the darksome sha^le 
That closed around and shut him from tlie light, 
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THE SHADOW OVER THE LAND. 



THANKSGIVING. 



Dec. 7, 1865. 



God of nations ! wliat a tiay, — 
What a gift from thy deal' liand ! 

Happy people went to pray, 
Thanking thee all o'er the land. 

Then they sought the festive hoard, - 
Fathers with their little ones, 

Mothers with the kisses stored 
For their noble soldier sons. 

Did we on tliat day forget 

Him who led us through the sea. 
Bearing toil and care and sweat, 
That a nation might be free ? 

Spoke we not his martyr name 
With a tender voice and calm ? 

Did it not subdue our game, 

Like a i-evereni, houseliold psalm ? 
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THE SHADOW OVEB THE LAKB. 

Peace indeed has come at last I 

She it is who sanctifies 
All the anguish of the past; 

All the light is from her eyes. 

Sacred Peace, for ever stay, — 
Still the fretful voice of cai'e ; 

Drive our worldlinesa away, 
Angel song npon the air ! 

!Not thy treacherous counterpart 

Some would have us take, forsoolh, — 

She, who, with a timorous heart, 
Dares not strike a blow for truth.' 

But tliy own resplendent fece, 
Gracious daughter of the sky ! 

Aiviog all the ti-aitor race 
With Bublimest majesty. 
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